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To those who feel that life is too short, and the art of 
it too long, to spend much time among the controversies 
of the schools : to those, also, who are striving to find, 
amid all disorder and change, and the bewildering cries 
of men, the true idea of life, and the reconciling thought 
of God, these few " Thoughts for the Heart and Life '* 
are here given : not because they have any new thing to 
tell, for truth is the same "yesterday, to-day, and for 
ever," but with the hope that they may help inquiring 
and earnest minds to " feel after God, if haply they may 
find Him,'* until the beautiful and blessed revelation 
shall also dawn upon them^ that " He is not far from 
every one of us." 



THOUGHTS FOR THE HEART AND LIFE. 




'HE heart of man is a revelation from God^ but 
it is dumb until the Spirit of God is felt to 
breathe upon its lips^ and then it speaks^ as when^ at 
the opening of the gates of dawn^ the lips of Memnon 
sighed and sang, or the sweet melodies of a world 
awoke. For the Spirit of God is in every heart, 
waiting until the soul shall long for its revealings, 
and then its breath of life comes sweeping over the 
darkness and the sloth, and the dumb heart is silent 
never more. But this awakening of the soul can only 
come when the " secret of the Lord/' that lies hidden 
there, is touched by the holy finger, and moved by 
the mighty breath of God. Hence no untruth, and 
no half truth, can awaken the true life of the soul : 
and things that come in the guise of truth, that do 
not consciously appeal to the soul, and startle it into 
life and freedom, are never to be received as truths : 
for the " secret of the Lord is with them that fear 
Him.'' 
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When God comes in to utter His will, and to 
disclose the truth to His children^ His summons is 
ever, " Come now, and let us reason together :'' and 
when He calls upon our hearts to receive any truth. 
He ever asks us to see its fitness, its beauty, and 
its worth. We are called, moreover, to "hold fast 
by our confidence:" and it is evident there can be 
no confidence where there is no conviction ; so that 
nothing can be received by the earnest and God- 
seeking heart that is repugnant to its better instincts. 

There are those, indeed, who say that Revelation 
is the disclosing of that which we know not, and 
could not know, and which we have utterly to take 
on trust; but this is at best only partly true, because, 
nothing can be a true revelation to the heart that does 
not appeal to it as being true — that does not awaken 
in it a response, and a glad reply ; for then only can 
the heart be assured before the truth, and only then 
can it know of the doctrine (as the Saviour said it 
should), whether it is from God. So that Revelation 
is not entirely a disclosure taken on trust, but a dis- 
closure that appeals to the heart, and entrenches it- 
self in the strengths of its concurrence. And if any 
one should object to this as being a slight upon the 
Infinite Mind, to say that our poor human heart 
should be the judge of truth, and never receive as a 
truth that which it cannot feel to be so, there are two 
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things that may be urged in reply. First, we are to 
remember that Gk)d made our hearts what they are, 
and that, in so far as we are earnest. He has informed 
them with His Spirit, and moved them with the 
inspiration of His own all-glorious life. This we are 
sure of, that God is the God of our hearts ; but we 
are not so sure of any outward or external dis- 
closure : surely, then, it is better to follow the light 
of a known revealing, and a settled truth, than the 
doubtful one of what is not proven, and cannot be,' 
unless the heart utters its concurrent ^' yea.^^ And 
again, surely it were a more glorious thing for God 
to win the warm concurrence of a living soul, than to 
compel the cold assent of a blind obedience. And 
when we find that this is just the fact — that God 
ever delights to win the judgment, and to gain men 
to perceive and know the truth, that they may hold 
to it, and abide by it, then are we bound to conclude 
that belief of the truth is not submission to authority, 
but conviction resulting from perception; and that 
everything wHch appeab to the mind as a thing 
to be believed in, cannot be so believed in until it 
finds an answer in the heart, and something in the 
moral nature to answer thereto. For example : if I 
am told to believe, as a truth from God, that it is in 
the great purpose of His will to leave to eternal pain 
many little children, who fell in Adam, and were no 
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elect in Christy my heart at onoe rises up against the 
ghastly thought — my whole moral nature rebels 
against it^ and I do well, therefore^ to say^ it is not 
God^s truth, but the Devil's lie, and must ever remain 
so to me. Here, it is evident, my moral nature and 
the instincts of my heart, are to be, for me, my 
invariable guide. So with any other word that pro- 
fesses to come from Grod, and to be Ood's ; I am to 
appeal to my better nature — ^to my moral instincts, 
'which are, for me, above all things— above even signs 
and wonders ; for if these were wrought in attestation 
of what my heart rose up against, I am bound to 
believe my heart rather than the wonder : or, at best, 
I am bound to wait and suspend my belief until I am 
better informed, and my heart can say *'yea." For 
the conscience and the heart are greater verities than 
miracles; and no number of miracles worked in 
attestation of an immoral or plainly untrue thing, 
could or ought to enforce belief in it, for we know 
that our moral instincts are from God, and as for 
miracles, it is at least open to doubt in eveiy case, 
a priori, whether they are true. And even in respect 
of the miracles of Jesus Christ, every one of which 
we may hold to be real and true, it is to be distinctly 
asserted that we are not to believe in His teachings 
because of His miracles, but in the miracles because 
of the teachings. 
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Now if any one shall object to this making of the 
heart the judge of truths and call it pride of reason 
and exaltation of human nature^ it can well be 
answered^ At any rate this reason is God^s^ and we 
know that this heart and this moral nature are God^s^ 
for He made them^ and He could not make anything 
unlike Himself; but these so-called heavenly truths 
need at least inquiry^ being often sadly mixed up with 
earth-bom falsehood. It is evident^ then^ that we 
want something to guide us in distinguishing them— 
to choose the truth and to cast out the lie : and if any 
one object when we say that the heart — the morale 
Grod-given nature^ is such a guide^ it is for the objector 
to say what else we have to guide us, or whether we 
are left without guide. Or if it be further asserted^ 
in opposition to this view^ that we are called to sub- 
mit and believe, even though our hearts rise up 
against the word that comes in the name of God^ the 
answer still returns — But how are we to know when 
He is speaking? for that is just the difficulty. What 
are we to do when Satan himself appeareth as an 
angel of lights with his lie ? Are we to receive his 
word ? Why not? doth he not speak in the name of 
the Lord? Yes, but his "speech bewrayeth'^ him, 
and we know that it is not the voice of the Lord^ by 
the spirit that He has given us. It is evident^ then, 
that we both need and have a guide^ and an inward 
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tribunal^ and that this cannot be anything but the 
Ood-given instincts of the heart. And this thought 
is confirmed, when we find that God everywhere 
appeals to our hearts and minds, and calls us to see 
how that His word is right, and good, and beautiful, 
and true. It might well be asked too, how it is we 
know that the thing we call justice is just, or that 
goodness is beautiful, or that mercy is lovely. Is it 
because we have been told so ? No ; for these things 
could never be believed or held on authority. In- 
ward faculties and instincts alone can guide us here, 
and no external commands or statements could ever 
reverse the great decisions of the heart. It is so 
with all truth — with everything that comes to us as a 
revelation from God : apprehension of its worth and 
rightness, and the answer of the heart to it, are essen- 
tial to a true and acceptable faith. Hence, all so- 
called faith that has only authority to plead for itself, 
is " carnal'^ and untrue, and all action founded upon 
it will consist only of ^^dead works,^^ without any 
serving of the "living God,^* because it is not a 
hearty, gladsome, and spiritual, but a "camar^ faith. 
If a man therefore shall take up the Bible, and on its 
authority draw up a scheme of divinity — a statement 
of faith, and coldly sign it, and say, " That is what I 
hold '/^ and if, all the while, no verdict is passed by 
the heart upon what he is doing, he may fancy that 
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he has* got religion^ but he is mistaken. He has per- 
haps got hold of some truths that relate to religion, 
,but he is not thereby religious ; for religion is not a 
cold holding of doctrines and statements^ but the 
awakening of the soul by the Divine Spirit, until it 
answers again to the Spirit^s word, and rings out its 
own glad, melodious responses. For a man may 
receive a thousand doctrines on authority, and hold 
fast by every letter in the written word, and yet he 
may be without a particle of true religion ; because 
to be religious, a man must yield his soul to God, 
and say, not "O Lord! I have bowed to Thine utter- 
ances ;^^ but " O God ! my heart is fixed — I will sing 
and give praise.^' For He who made man to be His 
faithful child, would rather have the loving assent and 
conscious up-yielding of one heart, than the cold and 
slavish bending of a thousand minds in heartless sub- 
mission to authority. 

How far aloof does this raise us from that perpetual 
quarrelling over mere matters of husk and shell, which 
would make such questions as these the all-important 
ones : — " Did four men, named Matthew, Mark, Luke, 
and John, write the Gospels V " Were these Gospels, 
with certain Epistles, read extensively in the first 
century V^ " Did the apostle Paul write the Epistle 
to the Hebrews ?^^ — and ^^Is the second Epistle of 
Peter a true canonical book V' and so on ! For what 



12 THOUGHTS FOB THE 

is all that to us^ so far as our religious life> and its 
nurturing, are concerned ? Absolutely nothing : for 
our faith in what the Gospels and Epistles say is 
altogether independent of these matters, depending, 
as it does, not on the authority of a few men, or the 
probable canonicity of a book, but on the soul within 
us, that rises up and finds voice and life and joy, cry- 
ing that this is the very truth of God. To any one, 
so accepting the Gospel, what will it matter, even 
though you could prove that the Gospels were written 
by men whose names are now lost for ever ? He 
might reply — '^What is that to me? I am sorry, 
indeed, that you think these names are not the correct 
ones, and I wish I had time to examine that question 
for myself; but I believe in the Gospels, not for the 
sake of the men who profess to have written them, 
but for the sake of the truths that dwell in them, 
which I feel and know to be true, even though there ■ 
be no authority to endorse them, and which I am 
bound to believe, come what may/^ This is what the 
truly-awakened soul will say, as it leaves the curious 
to fight for him that other poor battle, about names 
and words. , 

Such, then, we may take to be the province of the 
revelations of the heart, with regard to the open or 
revealed things of God. They are the " sure word of 
testimony, whereunto we do well to take heed^' — the 
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light in a dark and troublous worlds which^ if we well 
keep^ through the Spirit^ we shall not fail to know the 
truth ; and the truth, lovingly received, and not sla- 
vishly accepted, shall make us free. 

But what of these revelations of the heart, in re- 
spect of the hidden or unrevealed things of God ? 
With these, indeed, we have but little to do ; and it 
were perhaps our wisdom to be still where God has 
not broken the silence. But one thing we may venture 
upon even here— ^we may settle, for ourselves, what 
is not true respecting these hidden things of God; 
for here the heart is again a revealer of Him who 
made it ; and, in its poor human wd.y, it is some dim 
sign and token of the Infinite Heart that infused into 
it the glow of life, and sent it forth. Hence, though 
we may know nothing about the unspoken counsels 
of God, we may yet '^ see through a glass darkly" — 
i. e. through the human into the divine from which it 
sprang, and through the things of Time into those of 
the world to come — but dimly at best, yet still with 
clearness enough to make us certain about the great 
principles of righteousness and love, on which the 
throne of Heaven, and its orderings, are built. This 
is what the apostle Paul meant when he said that the 
invisible things of God may be understood by the 
things that are made. For with him, too, earth pre- 
figured heaven, and the human heart the divine, in. 
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their dim but certain way. For instance ; my heart 
is a revelation/ to me of something we call Justice 
and Love — and^ as we all think and feel^ of Justice 
that is truly just, and Love that is eternally lovely ; 
for God who made the heart and gave it its moral 
instincts, surely gave it true conceptions of these 
things; and surely the notions of Justice and the 
sentiment of Love that we have, are not untrue to 
the mind of God; for they are founded on the eternal 
fitnesses of things, and cannot be diverse in a universe 
where one Infinite Mind presides. Man^s conception 
of Justice, then, and the human sentiment of Love, 
as given by God for man in Time, are one aind of a 
piece with His own ; differing therefrom only in in- 
tenseness and fulness, not in quality and essence ; 
otherwise our Maker, who is also our Loving Father, 
is leading us astray in matters, where it is all-import- 
ant that we should instinctively go right. How im- 
portant a clear understanding of this is, will be seen 
when one is brought face to face with the manifold 
traditions, and burdensome ^'doctrines^^ of men, which, 
much to the injury of the true life of the soul, have 
been put in the place of that "sure word of testi- 
mony ^' within, — the Eternal Word " which lighteth 
every man that cometh into the world." For in- 
stance : if we were to be told that God, although He 
has called upon all men to repent, has yet secretly, 
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and with or without a reason^ arranged it so that 
some shall not repent^ and yet nevertheless that He 
will eternally punish the impenitent for not doing 
what they could not do^ our hearts' conceptions of 
Justice and Love would naturally rebel against the 
horrid insult offered to Infinite Justice and Love, and^ 
in spite of a world-fuU of logics^ and syllogisms^ and 
learned proofs^ we should call it a lie^ knowing that it 
could not be true — that no amount of proof could 
ever make it true^ and that if it ever got into the 
mind as a dogma^ it got there in direct opposition to 
God's nature that He has given us^ and that there- 
fore it could never be a human and hearty faith. And 
here again^ the kind of observation made just now^ 
may well be repeated — This speculation may or may 
not be true^ and this scripture may or may not be 
correctly interpreted ; but I know my heart is from 
God^ and that the instincts of my moral nature are 
from Him ; therefore^ until the speculation and the 
interpretation find an answer there^ and look true 
and beautiful in that glass which God has given me, 
I must hold back the assent of my mind till I can 
give, with it, the heart's '^ yea," for '' with the heart, 
says the apostle, '^ man believeth unto righteousness: 
and therefore, no amount of learned proof, and im- 
pregnable logic, and solemn quoting, ought ever to 
settle a question for any man, or lead him to suppose 
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that by giving in to them, he truly believes in the 
thing they are intended to establish ; for unless the 
heart is truly wilHng and gladly responsive, all so- 
called faith will be but a poor pretence, and all belief 
will be but a dead assent. For the heart is greater 
than a syllogism, and the soul is diviner than a 
learned proof. 

*' What then,^' some will say, " are we to make the 
perverse, carnal, wayward heart of man, the only and 
final guide to all truth ?" Nay ; and here will be the 
mistake, if any one, on this account, shall reject these 
views. It is true that the heart is perverse, and car- 
nal, and wayward, and, as such, it can be no revelation 
from God, but only a dumb, voiceless heart, needing 
to yield itself up to the Light and Life of God. Hence, 
it was said above, '^ The heart of man is a revelation 
from God, but it is dumb, until the Spirit of God is 
felt to breathe upon its lips." For that breathing 
upon it by the Heavenly Spirit is "regeneration'* 
or the ''new birth,'* of which the Scriptures speak; 
for then, the human will is given up, with the conceit 
of wisdom, and the pride of self-guidance ; and the 
heart yields itself lovingly to the Life of God ; and 
then, doing the will of the Father, it '' knows of the 
doctrine, whether it is from God,'* so that it is no 
longer voiceless and wayward, but a strong revealer 
of the mind of God, for " the secret of the Lord is 
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with them that fear Him^ and He will show them 
His convenant/' It is not the perverse, carnal and 
wayward heart, then, that is to guide us into truth, 
but the warm, awakened heart that can rejoice and 
say of God's hidden things, " He hath revealed them 
unto me by His Spirit : for the Spirit searcheth all 
things, yea, the deep things of God, and he that is 
spiritual discerneth all things/' 

Let us remember, too, the words of the spiritual 
apostle, how he said, ^^ He that believeth on the Son 
of God, hath the witness in himself;'' meaning by 
this, that however fully a man may acquaint himself 
with the facts of the history, or however accurate he 
may be in his well- wrought creed, yet, after all, there 
can be no true faith in the Son of God, without an 
inward witness-bearing, as when the heart recognises 
its Lord and Life, going joyfully forth to meet Him, 
and responding like a willing echo when he speaks. 




B 
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GONE BEFORE. 

^ (hough thou art far from me, my life, 
^ Though thou art far away from me, 
I know not where thy home may he, 
I know thy heart doth rest from strife. 

And yet, however far may be 

The holy land, where thou dost wait, 
I sometimes listen at the gate. 

As though thou'rt coming home to me. 

But thou wilt come to me no more. 
But I, dear heart, shall go to thee. 
And thou wilt stay awhile for me. 

And meet me at the Palace-door. 

And when the circling years have flown. 
And life is ripening into death. 
And thou hast kissed away my breath. 

Then, e'en as lilies fully blown 
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Tremble to every passing sigh^ 

And yield their fragrance far and near^ 

And give to earth a dewy tear^ 
Then lift their beauty to the sky^ 

So I^ in faith^ will take thy hand^ 

And turn my face^ and breathe my prayer^ 
And know that thou art waiting there^ 

To journey with me to the land. 

Where shades their ghostly face unveil, 

And sorrows wear their crown of light, 
While garlands deck the brow of night. 

In the dim distance growing pale. 

Then shall we tread the sunny plain. 
And stand together in the place 
Where we shall see each other's face, 

And I shall clasp thy band again. 

And we shall read the book of life. 

And see how peace was bought by pain, — 
How losses had their blessed gain,— 

How sacred courage grew from strife. 

And we shall see the halls sublime. 

Made ready for the men of old. 

Who fought their fight, and reached the fold, — 
The heroes of the ancient time. 
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And Heaven shall gird our souls with power^ 
To make our very toils our rest. 
To make our very wanderings blest. 

To gather wisdom every hour. 

For God^s great solemn universe — 
Its worlds, and all its secrets vast. 
Will open to our souls at last. 

With blessing for the ancient curse 

Of ignorance, and of useless quest. 
Of tearful search, and pallid care. 
And rigid darkness everywhere. 

And weary, hopeless, dull unrest. 

The wisdom of the wise shall flow 
* Like solemn music in the ear; 

And the deep knowledge of the seer 
Shall teach us all we longed to know. 

And He, the Christ of Nazareth, 

Shall lead us by the living streams ; 
And we shall smile at our old dreams. 

And wonder why we loved not Death, 

Who came an angel-guide to me : 

And what we once called life, shall seem 
No better than a fitful dream ; 

And the old summer-days shall be 
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But doubtful shadows of the past^ 

Just chequered over, here and there, 
With fluttering spots, an instant fair ; — 

Olad to have reached our home at last. 

Then will we tell our story o'er, 

And build our newest melody, 

On the old sorrows of to-dav. 
And call Life beauteous evermore. 




" I REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD." 

[HAT a strange melody is in these words — 
" The days of old " ! Just like the strains 
of an old half-remembered song, or the haunting 
charm of a story, heard in some by-gone time ; or> 
better still, like some grand and solemn organ peal, 
feeling its way down deserted aisles, out into the 
green church-yard, where little children are at play 
over the dead of centuries. Who has not some little 
nook in the heart all consecrated to the loves and 
longings of the days of old, — Cloves and longings, long 
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since grown out-of-date, but, for their very precious- 
ness, kept there still, so fresh, and green, and fair f 
The days of old, — when everything was untried and 
everything had to be found out, — when everything 
seemed brand-new, and when the rosy dawn of our 
life's day flung its bright presence everywhere, and 
gave to all things a grace and beauty they can never 
have again. For there is no book like that first book, 
and no love like that first lore, and no green lane like 
the fairy-haunted one in which we first learnt how to 
walk and play. Many things have come, and many 
things will go, but nothing that has come can ever 
tempt us to forget, and nothing that departs can ever 
bear away the charm and the sweetness of the love- 
some days of old. 

But there are those other days of old — ^those dim, 
far-off days, long before we came here to take up the 
work of our fathers — ^those days of old that we, with 
all our wisdom and insight, still look at with awe and 
wonder — ^the days when God's visible presence did 
move among the sons of men, and when His angels 
sat in the tents of His children, and the sweet blue 
sky only hid by a little the life that lay beyond, and 
every mountain nook and grassy plain were alive with 
some grand memory of the mighty God, who had 
wrought His goodness or showed His greatness there • 
— those mighty days, when God came so warmly and 
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visibly nigh to man. What shall we say of these 
days of old ? " Go to now/' cries the modern egotist, 
^'and let us be rid of those musty records — why 
should we see with dead men's eyes?'' Nay, but let 
us remember the days of old, and the years of the 
ancient times. They have much to say to us. For it 
is the God of the fathers that now bends over the 
sons ; and it is no vain thing to know Him as ^^ the 
God of Abraham, and of Isaac, and of Jacob," — the 
*' ancient of days." 

Be rid of the grand old stories? Forget the 
mighty dead, and their walks with God ? Nay, these 
modem times can spare much before these. It is 
something to know how He looked down in the olden 
days; when His eyes beheld the burden of the op- 
pressed, and His ears heard the groaning of the en- 
slaved, and His heart pitied the pains of the smitten, 
and His hand flung down the tyrant from His throne 
like a tree, felled by the awful storm.* And then, 
when we remember that times have changed, and 
empires have declined, and kings have fallen, and 
thrones have decayed, and tyrannies have vanished, it 
is something to know that He who presided when 
they began, and saw their fall, and worked their ruin, 
and smote them to the death, still looks down like the 
million eyes of Heaven at eventide, and is the same 
as when He led His people *' like a flock." 
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Ay ! Moses the deliverer, and Abraham the trust- 
ful, and David the king, looked up into the blue 
heavens, and saw just what we have seen there — ^the 
same old stars, Mazzaroth and the Pleiades, Arcturus 
and the bands of Orion : and these all look down upon 
us with the same strange, solemn silence, with their 
bright fingers on their lips, that glisten but give no 
sign, and hold their secret from the burning hearts of 
men ; and they bend over us as in those ancient days, 
and blend in the same old harmony, and not one has 
been flung down from its high throne, and not one 
has forgotten its olden way. O ye sweet stars ! bright 
tokens are ye of the Holy Land, to which ye point 
the way, and of the King who dwelleth there, in the 
light of changeless day. Surely the throne that lies 
beyond your glory is unshaken, since ye are all the 
same ! and surely His glory, from whom ye borrow 
every ray, is all unchanged, since your brightness is 
undimmed ! 

We will take heart then. Periiaps our way is 
rough and hard, and our very hope is a fretful pain. 
Or our souls have burned for freedom, and grieved 
to see her wounded, while the sword of her smiter 
held rough riot where she lay. Perhaps we have 
toiled in some good old cause, until we have broken 
the wings of a gallant heart in the long, sad fray. 
Perhaps we have been wronged, and spoiled^ and 
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worsted in our best endeavours^ flung down by the 
hand of the strong : and we may be drawing near to 
the confines of our mortal day^ wounded^ and weary^ 
and torn. But we will not give all up. We will re- 
member the days of old^ and grasp anew the brave 
old flag^ and learn afresh the sacred watchword^ and 
call back the olden force and fire. For above all the 
turmoil/ and all the care and change^ dwells the calm- 
ful light of God, and the flower of hope springs up 
smiling on the grave of despair. 




THE RESURRECTION AND THE LIFE. 

AM the Resurrection and the life/' said Jesus 
Christ; ^^he that believeth in me^ though he 
were dead^ yet shall he live : and whosoever liveth, and 
believeth in me, shall never die.'' — Over the buried 
ruins of eighteen hundred years — over millions of 
graves that lie like little burdens on our great mo- 
ther's bosom, come these living words, as the hope of 
all ages, and the joy of all time. Martha had loved 
Lazarus in his lifetime, and she had got no further 
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than his empty room^ and his sealed grave; and even 
with the holy eyes upon her^ the great sorrow swayed 
her^ and reproaches came for prayers. But He did 
not blame her — did not even answer her in the line 
of her own words. — He only said, ^^ Thy brother shall 
rise again.'' She thought he meant that He should 
rise again at some future general resurrection, but this 
was not his meaning. He had only told her half 
the truth before, and now He tells her all — "I am 
the Resurrection and the Life.'' 

These words are ours to day: for the words of 
Christ are the perpetual heritage of His Church. 
They say to us, just what they said to Martha, — that 
all who die in Christ live in Him; — ^not that they 
shall live at some future day, rising up from dreary 
graves where they have lain for doleful centuries, but 
that they do now all live to Him. . 

" To-day," said Christ to the poor, sad sinner, " to- 
day thou shalt be with me in Paradise.'' '' Because I 
live," said He to His sorrowful disciples, when they 
knew He was going away, "ye shall live also." "For 
God is not a Qod of the dead," said He to the Jews, 
when they plied Him with questions about the life to 
come, " but of the living. For all live unto Him." 
" For whether we live," cries Paul, " we live unto the 
Lord, and whether we die we die unto the Lord; 
thus, whether we live or die, we are the Lord's." 
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" For we know that if our earthly house of thU taber- 
nacle were dissolved, we have a building of God — a 
house not made with hands^ eternal in the heavens : 
we are willing^ therefore^ to be absent from the body^ 
and to be present with the Lord." Perish then the 
dreary faith that can only lay its hand on some 
dim^ distant hope of life : ours be the diviner trust 
that there is no break between what we call deaths 
and the resurrection life: — ''whosoever liveth and 
believeth in me," says Christ, " shall never die." 

Here, all things are done at second-hand, through 
the medium of the body ; and the going away of the 
soul is but the deliverance of a captive, and the de- 
parture of the enslaved. Here, the soul is like a bird, 
hemmed in by the bars of a thick, inexorable cage : 
and the blue sky bends over the little songster, but it 
cannot fly away ; and the green leaves and the sweet 
blossoms are sighing for its voice, but it cannot go ; 
and the soft breezes are whispering for it, but it cannot 
spread its wings. And death is like the uncaging of 
the bird, when it flies away, panting up to the sacred 
blue, and filling the happy breezes with its songs. So 
flies away the uncaged soul, and leaves the dose, cold 
cage of flesh behind; and the song that was never 
heard in the dark, or heard but faint and brokenly, 
then rings out, like a hymn of jubilee, and goes flut- 
tering up to God. And there is something inexpres- 
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sibly beautiful in the departure of one who can see the 
bars withdrawing, one by one, and whose exulting soul 
is bathed in the light that is flooding through ; — ^whose 
spirit is strong to claim her lofty heritage ; who can 
descry the land that is so near, and the sky that 
bendeth over all, and the King that sitteth in His 
beauty there. To such an one death is life, and de- 
parture is arrival, while the farewells here mingle with 
the welcomes there. 

Then what joy, to us who are left behind, to re- 
member those lofty words, " Thy brother shall rise 
again.^^ — " He," the same being, " that believeth in 
me shall never die." Martha wanted her brother, — 
him of the old love, and the blessed memories ; and 
Christ spake of him — of that very brother, just as 
we should speak of one who was separated from us 
only by a billowy sea or a lofty range of hills — " Thy 
brother^' — the same being, with the same loves — " thy 
brother shall rise again." 

Come, all ye that are weary and heavy laden ; — 
come, ye solitary and forlorn ; here are sweet words 
of life. Somewhere, all the grace and goodness, and 
all the worth and truth, go on living. The old love 
is not dead, it is immortalized : the old beauty of the 
soul has not faded, it is made perfect. On some other 
shore, less troubled and less chequered, and beneath 
some other sky less fickle, and more fair, they walk 
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just as they walked of old— only purer, and crowned 
with a nameless grace. " Pity/^ say they, " pity that 
she died, she was so gracious and so good/' Nay, 
then, what if she has not died ; and what if the grace 
and goodness be crowned with stars instead of thorns ? 
No, they are not dead. The. mother with her gentle 
voice is there, and her holy loves ; and they who loved 
her most would know her best, if they could but put 
off their mortal dress as she has done. For how do 
we best know our friend? — when do we know him 
most truly? Is it not when we can see what the 
world sees not — ^the spirit which the body hides, or 
only half reveals ? As the best treasures of earth lie 
deepest down, even so do the treasures of the soul ; 
and few and far between are the glimpses we get into 
its hidden depths : for the body hides more than it 
reveals; and the toil of life, and its stir and fever, 
give but little time or chance for heart-work ; and our 
best thoughts lie too deep for speech. Sometimes, 
when standing by the margin of a clear lake, in a 
moment of perfect calm, the surface becomes, for an 
instant, so smooth that we may see through its glassy 
face, to the very depth, right down to the yellow sand 
and silvery pebbles there ; when, the next instant, a 
little breath sweeps by, hardly enough to touch the 
cheek, or disturb the quiet falling of the autumn leaf, 
but quite enough to cover the surface of the lake with 
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a thin veil of trembling ripples : and the depths with 
the golden sand and silvery pebbles are seen no more. 
So is it with the souls of those we know the best. 
Perhaps on some day of perfect calm — a day that may 
come twice in a life — for an instant we have looked 
into the untroubled depth ; but time is fickle^ and life 
is joy-worn^ and thought itself is full of care, and we 
never saw the beautiful depth again — we only knew 
the veil of flesh, and the little life that struggled 
through, to make the rippled surface fair. Ay I but 
the depths, and all their blessed treasures are there, 
and these shall never die. This is why we often think 
of the departed with so much pathos and tenderness : 
for memory gives back the revelation of the hour of 
calm, and the sight of the holy depth; and kindly 
smooths the remembrance of all the hurrying ripples 
that fretted the surface of the soul. And it is right 
blessed to think that when we see them again, we shall 
see them where no breath of trouble, and no fretful 
gusts of care shall sweep over the unbroken calm — ^in 
the land where there is " no more sea" — where a billow 
never sobbed upon the shore, and where a wreck ne'er 
lay upon the strand. 
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THE ATONEMENT. 

" Deptlis of love are Atonement's depths." 

" GK)d was in Christ, reconciling the world unto Himself.** 

EFINITIONS of even little things are generally 
one-sided^ and always inadequate ; and the most 
minute description still leaves something to be said 
that cannot be catalogued. This is true of the com- 
monest and simplest thing — a blade of grass^ or the 
ball the little child is playing with : how much more 
then shall it be true^ when the thing to be defined is 
not sensible and outward, but spiritual and inward— 
and when it is as infinite as God, and as profound as 
the depths of man's unhappiness and sin ! And yet 
men have disposed of this mighty word "Atonement" 
in some half-a-dozen lines, — ^have lain down their 
souls before a phrase, and have attempted to stereo- 
type, within the cold and narrow confines of an 
" article,^' a fact which is as far beyond the power of 
human speech to describe as is the immortal love of 
God, or the mighty longings and yearnings of the 
soul of man. Alas ! that men should ever have made 
a barren dogma, or a theory, of what was never meant 
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to be anything but a living and saving fact for the 
living soul ! 

The apostles never agreed upon a definition of what 
they meant when they talked to the people about 
''receiving the Atonement/* They had a work to 
do^ not a theory to maintain^ when they spoke ; a soul 
to save and not an argument to sustain^ when they 
answered one whose objection was^ to them^ not so 
much a thing to be explained away^ as a thing from 
which the poor blind soul needed to be saved. And 
so their reasoning was always more like a fervent and 
practical appeal to convert a soul^ than a skilful and 
adjusted argument to support a doctrine. But in these 
days we fancy we have improved upon Paul, and Peter, 
and the holy John, and we practically say that it was 
left for Calvin, or Wesley, or the Westminster Divines, 
to complete and systemize what they left so loose and 
vague : and so we reduce everything to " points,'* and 
cut up the living Evangel into stereotyped '' systems** 
— and set up the eternal verities as logical " Insti- 
tutes ;** and then we dispute over definitions, and split 
Churche for a phrase ; and what was once the breathing 
life and soul of Christianity, we reduce to a barren ' 
round of phrases ; and if it were not for the true leaven 
of the Christian life that ever moves and throbs in the 
Church, in spite of its mistaking friends, its holy 
" leaves** and blessed spirit must long since have ceased 
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to exist " for the healing of the nations :^' — they would 
long since have been '^ killed with kindness/' wrapped 
up^ with sad forgetfulness of their life^ in creeds^ and 
articles^ and endless forms of words, out of the fresh 
air, and blessed light, and freedom. 

About this Atonement, then, we never find the 
Apostles particular about their phrases. Sometimes 
they talk about ^' Justification,^' and now about '^ Re- 
demption,'' and then about " Reconciliation" or *^ Sal- 
vation :" sometimes they say " we are brought nigh 
by the blood of Christ," and then again they say ^' we 
are saved by His life:" sometimes they talk about 
being " saved from wrath," as though the thing to be 
done for us were the appeasing of an aroused and in- 
dignant King; and again they talk of being '' reconciled 
to God," as though a loving Father wooed us, and 
held out the eternal arms of His love, through the 
human hands of our Reconciler, Jesus Christ, — as 
though the thing to be done was not something for 
us, and apart from us, but within us : and thus their 
living language seems often inconsistent and contra* 
dictory; but any one can see that in these, or any 
other like words and phrases they employ, they always 
mean the same thing — ^viz., the work done by Jesus 
Christ for and in the sinner. The fact is, the Apostles 
had mostly to deal with every-day kind of people, — 
people who had no time, and often no power, to enter 
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into learned discussions and elaborate ailments : and 
even tbey themselves had but little time for the higher 
walks of pure reason and unhalting logic. The whole 
things from the beginning to the end, was practical : — 
they had no articles to abide by, and wanted none, 
no definitions to maintain, no set of dogmas to support, 
but simply a fact to announce, and a work to do. 
Hence, whether they talked of " deliverance from sin," 
" redemption from iniquity," '^ salvation from the curse 
of the law," "justification," "reconciliation," "new- 
ness of life," or any of the other things to which they 
called the people, they always talked of something that 
was not so much a doctrine as a fact; and the one 
great idea they sought to convey — ^the idea that no 
one could miss, when put in their warm, loving, prac- 
tical way, was this — " Ye must give up your sins, and 
your enmity to God and goodness ; and ye must follow 
the dear Lord Christ with all your hearts." 

Now, when all this was done, men might call it 
what they liked. They might look Godward, and 
think of His anger against sin, and say that it was 
" deliverance from the wrath of God ;" or they might 
think of the law that claims the transgressor for 
punishment, and they might call it " redemption" or 
"ransom;" or they might remember the former 
estrangement of the soul, and call this new state 
"reconciliation," or "peace with God;" or they 
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might look back to the old ways of life^ and call this 
change " redemption from iniquity :" but in any case, 
the same thing was meant, — ^that ''old things had 
passed away, and that all things had become new/' 
And this was to them the '' Atonement,^' just as it 
was also " Justification,'* or " Redemption," or " Sal- 
vation,*' or " Ransom,** etc. ; for they preached not 
words and phrases, but facts, and spirit, and life. 

But apart from all definitions, there is one general 
view that may be ventured upon even here, — one upon 
which all the controversy that has afflicted the world, 
on this subject, turns. It is this — that the atonement 
of Jesus Christ has respect to man and not to God ; 
that it was made or provided for man*s sake, to in- 
fluence him, and make him better, and not for the 
sake of God, to move Him and make Him placable. 
" God was in Christ," not reconciling Himself to the 
world, but " reconciling the world unto Himself." It 
was the heart of man that was to be turned, not the 
anger of God that was to be appeased. God did not 
demand a sacrifice, but man needed one; and so God, 
in love for us, and not out of regard for Himself, gave 
to the Lord Christ the mighty name of " Lamb of 
God.** It was a fatherly interposition of love, and 
not a commercial paying of a penalty. It was not 
the discharging of a load of debt, but the manifesta- 
tion of a realm of pity. 
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These few words are easily written, but they go to 
the heart of this mighty subject, and he who will 
ponder them may see, more and more, how much 
they involve, and what blessed and happy views of 
God, and Christ, and the soul of man, will* follow in 
their train. 

In the light of this view, the Love of God, and His 
Justice ; the death of Christ, and His Atonement, will 
no longer stand as parts of a barren creed, or as steps 
in a laboured theology ; but they will be warm and 
living facts, blessed and beautiful for the living soul 
of man : — they will no longer be spelt-out in syllables, 
but made a joy for ever in the sacred places of the 
soul. Then the great doctrine of the Atonement will 
no longer be a cold and stereotyped theory to be 
"held,*' but an elevating and sacred reality to be 
lived by : and the " reception*^ of this Atonement, of 
which the Apostle speaks, will no longer be the re- 
ception of the letter of some human dogma, but of 
the inspiration of a heavenly life. Then Love will not 
be divorced irom Justice, and Justice will not be torn 
from Love ; and we shall know that the coming of the 
Lord Jesus into our world, was not the coming of its 
accuser, but its very Love, and Lord, and Life : that 
God, in sending Him to us, was not an insulted 
Sovereign, or a wrathful Judge, who needed to be 
appeased, but 8 good Father, who loved us too well to 
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leave us alone, and who yearned that we all should be 
reconciled to Him. 

And so, all the mysteries of Bethlehem's manger 
• and Calvary's cross are explained, in this greater, this 
infinite mystery of Love. And God is seen to be our 
own God — even our Father ; and we are His children, 
no longer severed from Him by cold suspicion, or 
dread, or gloomy fear, but " brought nigh" to Him, 
through His well-beloved Son, who has slain our 
enmity, and restored us to our Father and our 
Home. 




WHAT IS RELIGION? 

(T is not an uncommon thing to meet with people 
who make themselves very unhappy in the doleful 
pursuit of what they call Religion. They are looking 
for some demonstration of feeling — some strong emo- 
tion, and they are unhappy because these do not come 
to trouble their obdurate hearts. They want to be 
"converted,'' but cannot find out how to produce the 
change that they are taught to look for in " a con- 
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verted character/' They are solemnly warned that 
they mast '^experience religion/' and forthwith go out 
on that most doleful and hopeless of all endeavours — 
to get np emotions^ feelings^ and " experiences/' which 
everybody knows are in no wise at the call of the 
will. They are taught to suspect pleasant feelings as 
temptations of the wicked one^ who wishes to blind 
them to their woful state : and they are told to look 
upon every inclination to trust in personal goodness^ 
as a fatal resting^ of their hopes on the vain founda- 
tion of a miserable self-righteousness^ which is no 
better than "filthy rags." Thus, altogether, they 
make the pursuit of religion a very doleM and me- 
lancholy thing; and one wonders not that so many, 
taking for granted that theirs is the veritable pursuit 
of real Beligio;}, turn away with an oppressive weari- 
ness that nearly amounts to disgust. 

It is hard to show these " auxious inquirers," for 
they are mostly really in earnest, that religion is not 
a sentiment, or a feeling, or an emotion ; — it is hard 
to teach them that religion is rightness of heart with 
God — ^involving conscious love of the good, longing 
for the true, and pursuit of the holy, in all the loves 
and aspirations of the soul. For how is it possible 
to teach men this when they are looking for signs and 
wonders — ^mental paroxysms, and spiritual convul- 
sions, — and when they are perpetually watching the 
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ebb and flow of their feelings ? How is this true and 
beautiful conception of religion possible^ while they 
are perpetually measuring their piety by their excite- 
ment, and gauging their holiness by their ardour? 
They act like people who are always hovering round 
the barometer^ tapping the case to ascertain the 
chances there. Is it not ever well to say to such^ 
'' Let the barometer be for awhile^ and go to work " ? 
So we might say to the people, who, in religion, are 
always brooding over their "experience,'* or their 
states of mindj — " Just do the duty that lies nearest 
you; love God; think kindly of your brother; cast 
out all sin, and the love of it from your heart, and let 
the angels in, then shall you ^ know the truth, and 
the truth shall make you free/ " 

In the matter of religion, then, but one thing is to 
be looked for — all else that is needful or natural will 
follow in its train — a heart united to God in con- 
scious TRUST AND LOVE. Such R statc of thc heart 
may grow up gradually, almost imperceptibly. It 
may begin in the very early days of childhood, and go 
on ripening and perfecting, without demonstrations^ 
or sudden changes, to the latest day of life ; and no- 
thing is so injurious to this perfecting of the religious 
life within^ as the neglecting of inward goodness, and 
quiet personal trust in God, while exciting changes 
and sudden convulsions of feeling are looked for and 
depended on. 
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It may be that in some cases^ where for instance 
the life has been almost uninterruptedly bad^ these 
sudden paroxysms may occur^ and necessarily 'so ; but 
in every such case they indicate disease, and not 
health : — they show that some great revulsion of feel- 
ing and thought has taken place ; but he who should 
make religion to consist of this, and should look for 
such exciting demonstrations ever afterwards^ would 
not act more wisely than he who, having recovered 
from a fearful disease, by the use of some power- 
ful medicine that tore him, with agonies, from its 
grasp, should not be content, unless the demonstra- 
tions and changes that marked the crisis, and his re- 
turn to health, were continued day by day. 

A healthy religious experience^ so far from being 
full of passion, excitement, and self-contemplation, is 
like everything else that is healthy, — quiet, natural, 
regular, contented, and gradually helpful to beauty 
and to growth. 

From all this it will clearly enough appear that 
religion is not creed-holding, and that therefore there 
is but one religion possible in the world, consisting, as 
was said above, in the union of the heart with God, 
in conscious trust and love. It is very mischievous 
then, and injurious, to speak of the different religions 
of the sects — to say for instance, the Wesleyan reli- 
gion, or the Unitarian religion : — what we mean is. 



HEART AND LIFE. 41 

the Wesley an* belief^ or the Unitarian belief; for if 
men are earnest and pious^ their various beliefe will 
help them in their endeavours after the one religion. 
Beneath all outward creeds^ forms^ and organizations^ 
then^ it is good to see that all godly men are striving 
after the same thing, though in diverse ways; and 
good to know that by our many outward paths of 
creed, or form, or church, we may all reach the same 
heavenly city, even as now we may all have the same 
religious love and dependence here. 

So, too^ it will be seen, that religion has no place, 
nor time, nor round of deeds set apart for her to live 
in; but that all places, and times, and deeds are hers. 
For once think of religion as a life in the soul, and 
we have done away with the poor distinction the 
world has made, between religious and secular things: 
such a distinction will utterly vanish, and only this 
will remain — religious and godless. Then will be 
understood that most blessed truth, that religion has 
to do with everything in life, and may be made to 
enter into all our thoughts, and plans, and actions. 
Then creed-believing, or a passionate experience, 
compliance with a ceremony, or observance of a 
round of so-called religious duties, will not be looked 
to, and depended on as the best evidences of religion 
in the soul ; but these — the " fruit of the spirit,'^ as 
they are rightly called, will be the blessed, and dearest 
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signs — " Love, joy, peace, long-suffering, gentleness, 
goodness, faith, meekness, tempei:anee/' "Against 
sueh,^^ says the Apostle, " there is no law." 




"THE MAN CHRIST JESUS." 

*HE fact (one can hardly say the doctrine) of the 
manhood of Jesus Christ, is full of sweet com- 
fort and good cheer, to the earnest soul : and yet men 
have acted respecting it, like brothers who should 
wrangle over their father^s will ; and so, where there 
should have been quietness, and tenderness, and tears, 
there have been strifes and bitterness and noise. 
From all such strife and wrangling about words, 
however, the wise man will turn away ; and the fact 
will be looked at, for its meaning to him, and its 
power to do him good, or make him better. If he 
be asked to quarrel over it, he will rather give it all 
up than do it : not because he values it little, but be- 
cause his better nature tells him that it is better to 
seem to lose than really to dishonour a friend — that 
it is much tetter to forego than to spoil what should 
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be '' a thing of beauty " and " a joy for ever/' In 
contemplating^ therefore^ this manhood of Jesus Christy 
we have to do with a fact and not a dogma^ and we 
are to get entirely away from the atmosphere of col- 
leges where doctors debate^ and from the din of the 
pulpitSj where zealots contend ; that we may look at 
it with our own eyes, and interpret it according to the 
longings of our own souls. 

One of the great wants of the Church now is a . 
nearer coming to the manhood of Jesus Christ. I do 
not mean, the doctrine of his humanity, but the fact 
of his manhood. For we have sadly theorized away 
His brotherhood, and debated away His humanity — 
raising a cloud of dust where there should have been 
perfect clearness, and making a din where every 
breath should have been still, until we have little but 
a book-Christ left. We have lived too much in the 
ideal, and too little in the real. We have contem- 
plated too much the miracles, and too little the sor- 
rows — ^too much His power, and too little His weak- 
ness. Our painters, in their deep reverence for His 
greatness, have sadly wronged us here, in setting 
Him forth with splendid robe and encircling glory, 
forgetting the man '^ despised and rejected of men : '^ 
And lie hardly believe the prophet when he says — 
^^His visage was so marred, more than any man; 
and His form more than the sons of men. He hath 
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no form nor oomelineM^ and irben we shall see Him, 
there w no beaut j for which we should deaiie Him." 
Our poets have wronged us too, in putting Him out 
of sight, in their high songs, and hiding Him fimn 
us, with the incense of their one-sided praise. I wish 
we could get away from all this finery — ^this drcnm- 
stsnce and pomp. I wish we could fofget the long, 
rich robe, and the glory round His head, and so get 
back to the real life of the lowly, loving Nazarene, 
who played as a boy in those old-world streets, and 
worked in the little shop as His arm grew strong ; 
who toiled for His living, like other people, and wore 
the common garb ; whose sandals had to be tied, and 
whose tools got blunt, like other men^s: who per* 
haps cut out; in that little carpenter's shop, tiny 
boats and pleasant figures for the children whom He 
ever loved; and who doubtless ever loved Him well : 
who went out at eventide, and lay down on the 
sweet grass to look at the lilies, or to watch the 
birds as they lived out their careless lives, or to 
brood over the sins and the woes of Time, and won- 
der how long it would be before men could be brought 
to do God's will as perfectly as those sweet lilies or 
birds did it. 

Now all this is no dogma, but a fact, and as a 
fact it is to be looked at. Why should I begin some 
curious and heartless process of logic about that living 



HEART AND LIFE. 45 

Christ> and talk about divinities and trinities^ before 
I understand humanities and unities ? What is it to 
me "whether His " essential essence ^' — His " proper 
nature," were the human or divine ? If I conclude 
it was the human. He is no less precious to me, as 
"God manifest in the flesh '^ — an incarnation "in 
whom dwelt all the fulness of the Godhead bodily :" 
and if I say it was the divine, I have still to do what 
I never can do, — explain what I mean by that, or 
even get to know, for myself, what I mean. Surely 
then it is our better part, since life is so short, and 
the art of it is so long, to just accept the fact as the 
Apostles put it — leaving logics, and systems, and all 
verbal anatomies to care for themselves ; clinging to 
just so much of the fact as will serve to win us to that 
blessed redemption and holy freedom which He first 
won for us in the flesh. 
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FOOD FOR THE SOUL. 

" Gh>d ifl a bountiful parent, and no step-fiither.'' 

^HE law of all life is growth^ and the condition 
of all growth is sustenance^ or food. The little 
child wants the mother's breast^ or the helpful hand 
to get it food ; — without them it would pine and die. 
The dear flowers lift up their sweet faces to the dews 
of Heaven and are made glad ; — ^if they did not, they 
would droop and fade. The wild gazelle pants after 
the water-brooks, and, bounding thither, drinks of the 
cool stream, with panting sides and loud-beating 
heart. And, in some way, all life requires such 
means of cheer, or growth. The life of the soul is 
no exception to this rule. It is as dependent as the 
babe at the breast, the flowers in the woods, or the 
gazelle on the plain. It must have support, or die. 
And God has not forgotten this : and He who makes 
the grass to grow for the cattle, and the cool spring 
to gush up in the forest, and the berries to grow in 
the winter, for His little birds ; — He who flings out 
upon the world His handfuls of blessing, and opens 
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to it the wide storehouse of His bounty^ for giant 
beast and tiny insect^ has not forgotten the wants of 
the human soul. And He has filled the world with 
sweet revealings and blessed fellowships. Nature her- 
self, begirt with beauty, will put on her queenly robe, 
and take her finger from her silent lip, at the bidding 
of the longing, earnest soul : and she will lead the 
true sons of the King into her palace bright and 
fair, echoing with melody, and full of priceless gems, 
and sacred manna, and the river of the water of life. 
Then will await us that wealth of mighty story and 
holy song — Moses and the prophets, and the blessed 
four who had looked on the face of Christ : and it 
will be as new life to the soul to walk in their glo- 
rious company^ — to follow, with throbbing heart, the 
pUgrims in the desert, and weep because they never 
reach the goodly land; to hear the lofty Psalmist 
sing, and wonder most of all to hear his prayers and 
yearnings interpreting so well our deepest wants and 
fond desires ; to tremble with the prophets as they 
walk amid the ruins of their holy Zion, or as they 
fling their burning word against a godless^ guilty 
crowd; — to listen to the glorious four, and think 
their story never old, as we draw near to the dear 
Lord Christ : to grow strong with manful Paul, and 
tender with the holy John, and stern with James, 
and glad at Peter^s hopeful word : and we shall know 



48 THOUGHTS FOB THE 

that God has indeed not left his children to find 
their way alone, or to starve in a forlorn and empty 
world. 

But not only are nature and the Book of Ood 
given to the soul, to be its food and life. The mighty 
dead are ours, and we may walk with poets and com- 
mune with sages, and abide with the glorious ones of 
old ; and make even the discords and the mysteries 
of the world our own. For there is no sound that 
may not awaken the soul to harmony, — no water that 
may not revive its life, and no inspiration, not even 
of the forces of evil, that may not nerve it with 
strength. It may learn heavenly music amid earthly 
turmoil, and make the bitter sweet. It can turn 
earthly stones into heavenly manna, and, eating 
thereof, be strong. For nothing is impossible, — ^no- 
thing inevitable to the soul. Blasphemy may howl 
around it, and the siren may ply her wicked charms ; 
and Hell may try a throw with it ; and earth may 
seem its foe ; but it may pass through all unscathed, 
gathering a benediction by the way. The battle- 
blade, drawn out against it, may minister to its 
wants ; and the blow aimed at its life may cut the 
silken cords that will open upon it the windows of the 
heavenly world ; and in a sublime and glorious sense, 
the old words may be true " In my name they shall 
cast out devils; they shall speak with new tongues; 
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they shall take up aerpentSy and if they drink any 
deadly thing it shall not hnit them.'' 

If ire are bat true and fidthful children of the 
King, then all things are oars — life and deaths weal 
and woe, triamph and defeat, for the highest life on* 
folds itself by all these, and the saUimest edacation 
comes of the oompletest experience of them all. Even 
as the great Apostle told the men of his time, who 
were striving to make their soals ''the temple of 
God'' — ''All things are yours, whether Paul, or 
ApoUos, or Cephas, or the world, or life, or death, or 
things present, or things to come; all are yours ; and 
ye are Christ's, and Christ is Gk)d's." He does not 
say these things shall be theirs, as the reward of 
fidelity, but they are theirs now, — even "death," and 
"things to come," to inspire the 90ul, to animate 
their hope, and build them up in all that befits " the 
temple of God," 



THE UPLIFTED FACE OF GOD. 

;ORD, lift Thou up the light of Thy countenance 
upon us," cried the Psalmist, when men asked 
with feverish anxiety, " Who will show us any good ?" 

D 
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TImi uplifted faoo was his good, and the ligbt of it 
IiIm dxoooding joy. For he too had asked, ^Wlio 
will nIiow me any good ?^' and even this prayer of his 
wati but a )Missionate striying after it; became the 
itry of the human heart is the same eyerywhere ; and 
it is only eduootioni or circumstances, or some mys- 
torioim power of olioice, that give tone to the inquiry, 
or (U)l()ur iind locality to the seeking. Yes, even the 
bml and the basOi in their rude, grim, or even hor- 
rllilo nmnner are but saying, '' Who will show ns 
any R(M)dy'' A hollow and miserable cry indeed, 
with themi as of souls seeking and finding, yet never 
flllcid \ an agonised and very piteous cry, — " Who 
will show us any good?'' 

Now there must be somewhere a true answer to 
this restless cry. The world has tried to answer it 
with its fames, its honours, and its sins, but the 
world has never taught its worshippers to rest in it 
Hnd be still. Where is the answer then? There 
must bo one somewhere, for everything is double one 
against the other in Ood's world — ^the answer against 
the question, and the supply against the demand : and 
(lod has loft nothing without its fulfilment or its true 
completion. The bird, as it lives out its varied life 
from month to month, finds out now material for its 
summer nest, and now strength for its autumn flight, 
or berries for its winter food; and shall God cafe 
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more for His birds than for the souls of His men ? 
He hears us when we cry and toil for daily breads and 
shall we go unanswered when our yearning souls go 
out after this mightier good P No ; for we may find 
the answer here^ where David found it three thousand 
years ago, when this was his passionate cry, *' Lord, 
lift Thou up Thy countenance upon us \" 

But what is the uplifting of the face of God to us, 
and how can it become our chief good ? It is glad- 
ness, says the Psalmist — '^Thou hast put gladness 
in my heart/' It is peace — '^I will both lay me 
* down in peace and sleep." It is safety — " Thou, 
Lord, only makest me to dwell in safety." It is 
knowledge — " And in Thy light shall we see light." 
It is holiness — " As for me, I will behold Thy face 
in righteousness, and I shall be satisfied when I 
awake with Thy likeness." 

God is the gladdener of His children then, in the 
upHfting of His face, when its holy light breaks 
through the shades of time, and the rents that long 
conflict has made in these battered walls ; — when we 
are tossed on the billows of a surging sea, and " de^ep 
answereth unto deep," and the relentless waves go 
over us. Then it is good to nestle near to God, and 
to hear His voice, and descry the light of His face, 
and take refuge in His strong and mighty calm. For 
then can the soul say — 
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«0 Merciful One I 
When men are fiurthest Thou art most near : 
When men pass by, my weakness shun, 
Thy chariot I hear. 

" Thy glorious face 
Is leaning towards me, and its holy light 
Shines in upon my lonely dwelling-place, 
And there is no more night. 

" I have nought to fear, — 
All darkness is the shadow of thy wing : 
Beneath it, I am almost sacred s here 
Can come no evil thing, 

« Visions come and go 
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng ; 
From angel lips I seem to hear the flow 
Of soft and holy song.'* 

Peace-giving^ then^ is the uplifting of the face of God. 
Safety too is in its light and smile. Just as the 
little child knows no fear while it can see the serene 
and lofty face hard by, and lay its little fingers in the 
broad, brave palm. But presently, when lost in the 
chase after some gaudy butterfly, or left behind while 
busied with its gems and flowers, it looks up only to 
discover that it is alone, — no bright face beaming 
over it, but only the dark, grim, trees encircling it : 
then the flowers drop sadly from the little hands, and 
the merry eyes droop weepingly, and the gay carol is 
exchanged for the bitter cry. And if that cry, echoing 
through the woods, brings the brave face back, how 
bright all seems again — how the terrors vanish! — 
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what merry words^ what eager steps^ what shining 
of glad eyes through streaming tears^ what new bra- 
very and joy ! — ^the father has lifted upon his child 
the light of his countenance* 

And God is our Father, and we are His children^ 
and we may walk in the light of His face* We may 
fight our life-battle under His eye, and say^ ^'The 
Lord of Hosts is with us, the God of Jacob is our 
refuge/^ We may face the terror of to-day, and go 
to meet the shadowy future, and yet sing, '' The Lord 
is my light and my salvation, whom shall I fear? 
The Lord is the strength of my heart, of whom shall 
I be afraid?" 

" And the night shall be filled with musie ; 
And the cares that infest the day 
Shall fold their tents like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away." 

Knowledge, too, comes with the uplifted face of God, 
for things unseen are revealed by its light. 

I have walked, at night-time, along many a road 
that led by places where nature had put on her queen- 
liest robe, and where she was most glad and fair, but 
they were all hidden in the gloom ; the narrow hedge- 
row or the uninviting road alone being visible, and 
the journey was as willingly concluded as it was 
cheerlessly pursued. In the morning I have re- 
trodden the same path ; and now, as if some fairy had 
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been there before me, all is changed. The night- 
dewf hare fled, and given place to a yigorons and 
healthy atmosphere. A thousand birds are busy in 
the branches of the trees and in every hawthorn, 
and their sweet voices sound like the music of an 
awakened world* Deep down in a sweet green dell, 
that slopes from the road-side, I can both see and 
hear the silvery, tinkling brook, winding like a thread 
of light among the flowers and trees; and the green 
meadows, and the golden com are there, and the 
sweet blue hills with the dotting woods, and the 
dainty wreaths of smoke lazily curling over the trees, 
telling of happy English homes .that nestle there. 
And now I linger, in happy raptures, where last night 
I hurried by with fretful haste. And all this, be- 
cause this morning the dear sun has lifted up his face 
upon the world and me. 

Even so it is in our daily life, which often drags 
wearisomely and monotonously on, because we are in 
the dark, and need to see light in Qod^s light. For 
he who walks in that light, needs no poor human 
candle nor light of a^y lover's sun. The sweet mea- 
dows, that run not far from the poor prosy road of 
life, are uncurtained now, and he loves to wander 
there : and so the God of Light becomes to him the 
God of Peace, for he maketh him ''to lie down in 
green pastures.'^ The singing stream of life that 
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Cometh firom the garden of the Lord, with its message 
of gladsomeness to the garden of men, he now sees 
and hears with joy: and he is led '^beside the still 
waters/^ ^'Old things have passed away/' not only in 
him bnt out of him, and '^all things have become 
new/' The social tie is consecrated, and home-life 
is not only dearer but holier than ever. Labour is 
blessed now, and the sweat of his brow is worn as a 
garland of honour. Even nature is more beautiful to 
him now, since he has looked at them with eyes that 
have looked on the face of God. The trees seem all 
clothed with a brighter foliage, and the golden com 
seems to wave with a richer wealth: and even the 
dear flowers seem to lift up their faces to him, borne 
up on a bonnier stem : and he can say, '' Surely it is 
a world of joy and beauty — of loves and friendships — 
of blessed homes and holy altars— of sacred commu- 
nions and lofty aspirations:'' for he sees '^ light in 
God's Ught." 

It is holiness too, is this uplifting of the face of 
God. For who shall sin while asking for the pure 
presence of a holy God — while crying for the light of 
His blessed face I Nay, is not the very cry itself, a 
yearning of the soul for the blessed pureness of heart 
that alone can abide in the presence of the Lord ? — 
a stretching forth of the hand after Gt)d, in the hour 
of bitter self-abasement, and earnest longing for the 
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divine ligbt and life? And this longing for the life of 
God is the yeiy life of the prayer for the uplifting oC 
the bright face of God. For the penitent aonl is eon-* 
scioDS^ most of all^ of separation firom God, and of 
minons self-dependence, firom which it desires to es- 
cape, that it may no longer live away firom God, and 
ffis will, and HIb life, bat tmly abide in Him, and 
walk in His light, and submit to His laws, and trust 
itself to His guidance. Hence this is its truest 
prayer; — a prayer against its self-life, and against the 
world's enthralments ; — ^a prayer that seems to lift 
the soul out of all its miserable pride, and its poor 
dependencies, to lie at the mercy of God, and live in 
Him for all things. And this is religion — ^the truest 
and the profoundest. For, to give up self, and the 
poor strengths and lights of time, and yield the heart, 
and bind the life to God, this is all that Crod's 
greatest heart can do— this is indeed to live in Gt)d, 
to fbUow Christ, and to be a dtisen of the heavenly 
land. 
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" LET THY BEAUTY BE UPON US. 



}9 




VcY God ! fain would I nearer oome 
To Thee, the Life of every soul ; 
Why should my heart so distant be^ 
Or deal its love with such poor dole? 

Full well I know that Thou art nigh, 
But let me feel Thee inly near : 

Not only in Thy silent works. 
But to my longing soul appear. 

How dost Thou spend Thy love and grace 
To make Thy dear world goodly still. 

How brightly fair — ^how grandly firm. 
Each tiny flower, each towering hill I 

Thy sunlight falls upon their face. 
And beauty answers to each ray; 

Thy dews bend to them all the night. 
And fragrance answers in the day. 
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And flowers wave^ and grasses shine^ 
And all their beauty is from Thee : 

m 

The valleys have their singing brooks^ 
And every hill its jubilee. 

And yet they cannot see Thy hand^ 
Nor do they know how fair they are. 

But, Father ! when Thou com'st to me, 
I feel Thy glory from afar. 



They cannot feel as I can feel. 

Whenever Thy presence draweth nigh ; 

Nor can they know as I have known, 
When Thy great glory passes by. 

Shine then on me, and let Thy dews 
Descend upon my soul, unheard ; 

Let beauty answer to Thy smile. 

And fragrance to each winning word. 

Arise, arise. Fair Light of Life, 
And pour on me Thy fruitful ray ; 

Then all my life a psalm shall be. 
And all my heart a summer-day. 
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SAVING FAITH. 



1(1 




^HE phrase '^ saving faith " is the key-note to so 
much that is confusing and perplexing^ in reli- 
gious books^ and mnch of our modem preachings that 
one almost shrinks from it as an enemy^ and a hin- 
drance. Who is there that has been^ at any time of 
his life^ an earnest inquirer about religion^ that has 
not been startled and saddened by the endless dis- 
tinctions that n.eu have laid down, in the matter of 
Faith ? Distinctions and divisions too^ which would 
never trouble a true hearty if left alone with God^ 
and which seem^ in every way^ opposed to the simpli- 
city of the Gospel of Jesus Christ. For if a soul is 
earnest in religion, an unreal or an unright faith is 
impossible for it^ because everything that is believed 
will, in such a case^ be believed with the heart, and 
that is the only condition and test of a true faith. 
So that really it is only confusing to the earnest 
soul, to enter into discussions and draw schemes re- 
specting a right and wrong sort of faith, just as 
though the difference between a faith that is saving 
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and a faith that is not^ were a difference of qnalifj 
and kind^ instead of object — the thing believed. Henoev 
in speaking of saving faith^ the whole inqniiy will go 
awrjr^ if we proceed to discuss Tarions sorts of ftitb, 
as though one were saving and another not ; becanae» 
as just now intimated^ iC the soul be earnest, an un* 
true kind of faith is impossible to it^ for whatever it 
)M)lieves^ it will believe heartily^ and therefore, so tsr 
as quality is concerned, truly. 

Having faith, then, is not a faith of a saving kind, 
but a faith in a saving thing. For the earnest sonl 
that believes a lie, or only half a truth, may have its 
faith as true and thorough in quality as he who knows 
the whole truth and accepts it as such. To escape 
much confusion and perplexity then, and to make this 
great matter of faith simple and plain, it is of the 
first importance that we utterly put away from us the 
worse than profitless distinctions of the schools, keep- 
ing to the simplicity of the Gospel, and the testimony 
of the heart, to teach us that, in this matter^ '^ the 
word is nigh us, even in our mouth and in our heart.^' 
Take a very common case, as to this question of saving 
faith being one of object and not of quality* A cer- 
tain man believes in, the Gospel narrative about Jesus 
Christ. He has no doubt that He lived and died, as 
the Gospels represent, and he accepts the narrative as 
true history ; he heartily believes thus much respecting 
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Christ. And yet there are but few who would call his 
belief a saving faith^ except indeed so far as it saves 
him from being ignorant about such a life and such a 
history. But why^ speaking religiously^ do we hesi- 
tate to call his a saving faith ? Is it not a faith as clear^ 
as unreserved^ as thorough iwhind, as the faith of him 
who has attained to the higher belief about Christ ? 
Most assuredly^ there can be no question as to the 
quality of his faith^ and yet it is not what we would 
like to caU " saving." And why ? — simply because 
he does not believe the right thing — ^he doed not^ in 
fact^ believe in Jesus Christ. He believes^ indeed^ in 
some historical personage^ who was known by that 
name; but for anything else^ he does not know^ and 
therefore does not believe in^ Jesus Christ, He must 
believe then^ in something nearer and deeper than he 
does : he must see^ in that old story^ infinitely more 
than he sees as yet^ and it must have^ for him^ a mes- 
sage that he has never imagined nor heard : he must^ 
in short, know Jesus Christy before his can be a saving 
faith. The poor hay-maker^ speaking so bluntly to 
Eling George in the field at harvest-time^ has a most 
perfect belief in the person before her^ so far as she 
knows him ; and though her faith alters not at all^ in 
respect of kind and quality^ it makes a marvellous dif- 
ference^ and is greatly savings when he reveals him- 
self to her as her king, I say " her faith alters not at 
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all^ in respect of kind and qnality/' because every one 
can see that when she took him for a country gentle- 
man^ her belief in bim^ as such^ was as complete^ as 
unquestionable^ and as thorough in kind as it was when 
she knew him to be the king. The change that was 
wrought in her then^ was not wrought by the awaken- 
ing of a new kind of faith^ but by the entrance of a 
new light and fact respecting the object of her faith. 
Her faith was not less real^ in kind^ before^ but it had 
reference to altc^ther another object now. The man 
who sees, at a distance^ a house in flames, and believes 
it to be a stranger^s, and the man who can see that it 
is his own, believe in the fire with equal certainty and 
clearness, but only the faith of the latter will be a 
saving one ; for while, in the first case, faith will only 
excite interest, curiosity, and perhaps pity, in the other 
case it will arouse all passionate endeavour to rescue 
what may be saved ; for the man says,/' It is my house 
on fire :" but the other lingers afar off, or, may be, 
goes on his different way. Now the man, with his 
faith in the Gospels as good history, is like this 
stranger. He sees the fact, and believes in it unhesi- 
tatingly : he reads the life, and accepts it as true ; but 
the hero of it, as he would call our Christ, is no more 
to him than any other hero in history — He is not his 
Christ — what is He to him ? But the man who, with 
the same Gospels before him, and the same Christ to 
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contemplate^ understands the message of the one^ and 
the work of the other^ receiving both for what they 
9Te, and for what they profess to do^ is likely to have 
a saving faith^ inasmuch as any perception and recep- 
tion like this must have the effect of putting him in 
a new position with regard to any saving virtue that 
may dwell with the objects of his faith. 

That all this was the same in the days of Christ, 
may be easily seen from the treatment the different 
people who thronged around Him received from Him. 
To those who received Him as the very Christ, He 
does not speak as though they had eiercised some 
peculiar sort of faith in so receiving Him, but He 
always seems to put their reception of Him on the 
ground of a deeper insight and a truer perception. 
All who surrounded Him saw Him, and so far as 
they saw, we may presume their faith was undoubted 
and perfect ; and yet Christ said to some of them, 
'' Ye also have seen me and believe not.^' What he 
means then is clear : You do not perceive what I am 
— ^you do not know me — you do not make me, by con- 
sent of your wills,, what I am by my royal right— 
your Lord and Christ. And so, though they, as a 
matter of course, believed in him, so far as they could 
see — viz., that He was the carpenter's son — the poor 
itinerant preacher from Nazareth : yet theirs was not 
a " saving jEstith," for after all they did not know Him 
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truly. It is evident, then, that saving faith is not a 
saving kind of faith, bat faith in a saving thing. For 
we are saved not by truly believing what we can sec^ 
but by believing the right thing about what we can 
see. And this is true in everything. Four men may 
stand before the same picture, and the faith of each 
respecting it, shall be of the same strong, real kind, so 
far as each of them can see* But the first may prefer 
any school-boy's painting to it ; the second may see 
some little skill in it ; the third may be struck with 
its rare touches of genius, and the fourth may catch 
the divine idea that glowed in the mind of the artist^ 
and moved the fervid hand. The first disdains ; the 
second forgets) the third is charmed ; but the fourth 
catches an inspiration, and receives, into his soul, such 
stuff as life is made of. And this is just the truth 
about Jesus Christ ; for the work of the earnest soul 
must be to find the divine thought in Him, and to win 
the inspiration of His life and spirit. There is all the 
difference, then, between merely seeing or hearing a 
thing, and perceiving its meaning — ^its inner life and 
soul, or its worthful message for us. For '' the Gospel 
consists not in the facts, but in the meaning of the 
facts i" therefore, true and saving faith in Christ is a 
hearty reception of what follows the true perceiving 
of the import of His life and word. 

Why, then, is this faith in a right thing called a 
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'^ saving faith/' as distinguished from faiths with other 
results? simply because it works within us, and pro- 
duces that change which is called salvation. And, as 
this is a present change in the heart and life, the faith 
that produces it is called '' saving/' and not that only 
which will eventually save. The true disciple of Jesus 
Christ, therefore, who has come to some holy fellow- 
ship with his Lord, and to some real insight into His 
mind and will, is not merely living in the hope of sal- 
vation, but is saved now. He has eternal life — ^he has 
'^ passed from death unto life.'' For his faith is a 
faith that saves him now — that justifies him now, by 
making him just — ^and that restores his soul to God 
now, by changing its enmity to earnest obedience, and 
its suspicion to holy love. It is a faith in a holy 
Christ, making him holy — ^in a loving Father, making, 
him reconciled; and in the possibilities of humanity 
that fill him with hope. It is a faith in things that 
appeal, not only to the mind, as dead facts, or deader 
words, but to the heart and the life of every man, as 
living verities, that win the understanding and the love; 
and that aim, through the imderstanding and the love, 
to bring all things into subjection to the will of Ood, as 
opposed to the will of the spirit of sin. And this is sal- 
vation, rescue, deliverance, justification, ransom, atone- 
ment, or whatever else it maybe called — "a new birth," 
a ^^ passing from death unto life." And the living 

£ 
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fiiith in liTing verities^ that produces the change ir 
trnlycalleda ''saving fiiith'' — not in a saving dogma, 
** held '' with the will, bnt in a yeritahle saving &cfc, 
mighty in the life and sonl; even this — '' God was in 
Christ, reconciling the world unto Himself.'' 




THE TWO MYSTERIES. 

" The crown of all crowns has been one of thorns.'* 

*' Lore is the root of creation — worlds without nomber lie in GM's 

bosom like children." 

fREAT is the mystery of sorrow ; nor less great 
is the mystery of love, that embosoms it and all 
things. How like a great sorrowful tomb seems this 
world at times I — a grim sepuldire, whereon we sigh 
or sing out our little day — wherein disappear, one 
after another, our cherished hopes and dear delights, 
and into whose ample bosom we at last sink, as into 
relentless night. Why did Ood make us to love so, 
and to cling to all strong and lovesome things, when 
over them all hover the pitiless shade, and ghastly 
hand, so that the air is filled with the sobbing of the 
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ihiserable^ and the cries of the children of a broken 
life ? nntil 

" Our smoerest laughter with some pain is fraught ; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought." 

These passionate longings of ours — why have they 
been given us^ when our best attempts at noble flight 
aU end in some sad and painful fluttering, as of an 
eagle beating its helpless wings against the bars of its 
inexorable cage ? Who taught us to love, and made 
it a law of our nature that we'should cling, and de- 
pend, and be glad in our little joys, while torn ten- 
drils and broken branches ever impede our way, even 
in the quietest paths of life, where winter winds have 
reached, and done their cruel work, and made the love- 
some garden a desolation and a nameless grief? Why 
is all this so? Why are not all old wrongs righted? 
and why does the ghastly shade of evil and misery 
stalk abroad, in a world that should turn its fair face, 
in beauty, up to its loving Lord and Life ? Who has 
not been burdened with this great mystery? and who 
shall tell us why God's world is made to groan and 
sufier, night and day, for its fallen or its wasted ones, 
and how it is that Heaven can endure that earth 
should sorrow so? 

The poor, untaught mother, with only the instincts 
of her better nature to guide her — instincts all given 
to her by the dear Giver of all Life and Light — how 
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does the tend the little child her God has given 
If ihe could only help it^ not one pain should 
its head^ nor weary its life : the wind should not hlow 
on it too roughly^ and a summer's sun and an un- 
broken peace should be his^ could she but haye her 
will. Temptation should never whisper in that inno- 
cent car^ and the rough world should deal gently with 
him. Ilis mother's eye would never leave him^ and 
no hand should follow him^ where her arm could not 
reach : and Heaven and earth should conspire to love 
and tend and bless her child. And we are God's 
children^ and He is tending and guiding us: and 
Ho loves US; they tell us^ with better than a mother's 
love ; and yet it seems a cruel world to us^ and men 
have to cast about in their hearts^ to find out an an- 
swer to the horrid doubt; that either this is not His 
world after all; or that being HiS; He has long left it 
all alone. 

The mystery of sorrow I ah me ; look just beneath 
the glitter and the outer show of things (and even 
they themselves are sad enough), then will the burden 
of the mystery reveal itself to us, and the sad, low 
moan of the great heart of the world will come to us. 
What a shrine is the human heart — ^sacred to the 
worship of sorrow ! every heart knowing its own bit- 
ternesS; and silently appealing to Heaven whether its 
burden can seem right and beautiful there. 



HEART AND LIPE. 69 

The mystery of sin too^ beclouding this mystery of 
sorrow with its sad shade of cruel wrong and fo&l un- 
doing — who shall tell us of it? — who shall help us to 
see light here ? The poorest^ the dullest — one might 
even say, the wickedest father, if he saw the pure 
mind of his child becoming familiar with defiling sin, 
and if he knew how some subtle tempter plied the 
innocent and trusting soul, how would he rise up to 
the full height of his better nature, and fling aside so 
foul a wrong-doing, and even smite the tempter rather 
than that his child should be undone ! And yet Grod 
is our Father, with an arm reaching where jio poor 
human arm can go, and a vision that is bounded by 
neither space nor time; and yet the innocent are 
daily tempted to their undoing, and the cries of the 
betrayed rise up to the silent heavens both night and 
day. 

Why does God permit it ? Why does He not do 
what any man would do, even with his poor love- 
step in between the spoiler and the fighting soul, and 
guard the sweet life of the pure in heart ? And who 
shall call that a wicked question? Is it not the 
mystery that burdens a million hearts, and had it not 
better be uttered ? perchance light may come when 
the heart ceases to brood, and begins to speak. Let 
it speak then, and perchance that other mystery of 
love may dawn upon it, even through the shade of this 
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mystery of sorrow. Nay ! not through it^ but within 
it, and yet enfolding it and all things: making all 
things beautiful in their time, and bearing all things 
up, to the strong and holy victory. For all the grace 
and beauty of the world, and the benedicticm of Heaven 
on the hearts and toils of men, though not the full 
outpourings, are yet the sweet revealings of the mighty 
love of Uod. And the patience that comes of long- 
sufiering, and the strength of heart that comes of 
weakness, and the gentle graces that steal into the 
heart through the rents that some great grief has 
made, are all blessed revealings to the soul^ of the 
tender love and infinite pity of God : so that sorrow 
itself becomes a revelation of love. For sorrow is, 
at once, beautiful and great, and makes the heart 
both tender and strong. How near they come to each 
other, then, we do not know ; we only know how they 
are woven into the whole fabric of our life, and how 
we are hurried on, as by an invisible hand, from day 
to day, whil ethe Infinite Father sits at the " loom of 
Time,'^ and weaves the " time- vestures" of Love and 
Sorrow, for us to know Him by : for are not both 
these the overshadowing of our finite by the Infinite ? 
And now, of these mysteries, is not this of Grod^s 
love the greater P — ^nay, the only great, as enfolding 
all things ? That He should dwell with us and love 
us, and begird us round with laws and benedictions^ 



HEART AND LIFE. 71 

and spread over us the mantle of His ample sky^ and 
bend over us through all the ages, in the same sweet 
shining^ and concern Himself with our broken yearn- 
ings^ and give His prophets tongues and souls to speak 
of Him^ and then lay His heart so near to ours^ in the 
love of His chosen Son^ who made sorrow a sacred 
things by taking it to His heart, and perfected for ever 
the great mystery of Love, by revealing a Love that 
conquers enmity, and despises shame, and welcomes 
sorrow, and gains the mastery of death; is not this 
great- indeed ? for now the true heart may see how, in 
Jesus Christ, these two mysteries meet and melt in 
calm and sacred unity — " a man of sorrows, and ac- 
quainted with griefs,'' forlorn, and poor, and tempted, 
and sad, yet the Revealer of the infinite mind of God, 
and the Incarnation of eternal Love. Strong enough 
to feed a world, yet weak enough to cry, " I thirst,'' 
and bow His head, and yield up His life of blessing. 
Sorrowful enough to agonize and pray against a 
ghastly future, yet great enough to go on to the end, 
with pitiAil intercession for the pitiless, and sweet 
mercy for the dying penitent— a holy, suffering, 
mighty, loving Christ, wherein the mysteries of human 
sorrow and divine love meet, to be at once intensified 
and interpreted. It is true, indeed, that He does not 
roll away the dark shadow of this mystery of sorrow, 
but He encircles and penetrates it, with the holy light 
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of an Infinite Love; and shows ns what even God's 
dearest one shall be called to face and conquer^ if he 
will be perfected. He does not say of sorrow^ that it 
is no mystery : He only brings down to it the glory 
of anoth^ myst^ in which it is for ever lost, like 
the stars of night in the mid-day blue. Then does 
sorrow itself become a revelation of love, while we 
look to the throned and glorified Son of Earth, and 
King of Heaven, and find that He stands among the 
Hosts of Grod, still uniting in Himself these myste- 
ries of Time ; not ashamed still to be seen, as '' the 
Lamb that has been slain'' — ^thus carrying the great 
time-burden and time-sorrow into the Heavens them- 
selves, that so they might be lifted up, in sight of 
man, to the very heart of God. 




'' THOU RESTOREST MY SOUL." 

[N days of oldy in days of old. 
How well I loved the holy fold, — 

How little cared to roam I 
The first in duty, as in joy; 
No heart so glad to find employ 

That kept my love at home. 
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I left Thy love and turned away ; 
I wandered homeless all the day^ 

And cheerless all the night : 
I knew myself a wandering child. 
Far roaming on the dreary wild, — 

Far banished from the light. 

Of joy and rest I lay bereayed ; 

I thought me of the love I grieved ; 

I knew not Thou wert nigh. 
Each beam had sunk in doleful night; 
Each feeble ray that blest my sight. 

Sank muf&ed in the sky. 

I heard Thee, calling me, afar ; 
I saw Thy face beam like a star. 

Breaking through hopeless gloom : 
I heard, and fled from all my sin — 
Thou took^st Thy sobbing wanderer in : 

I heard no word of doom. 

Safe sheltered from myself I lay ; 
I learnt to hope, I dared to pray ; 

Thy love disarmed my fear. * 
I knew the voice that spake my name; 
I blest the words that sweetly came — 

" Son, be thou of good cheer ! '' 
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The tasks I left^ once more I sought ; 
I trod once more where I had wrougttt. 

For God in days of old : 
Once more the light gleamed on the place^ 
Once more Thy children saw my face — 

A sheep within the fold. 

I heard the churches hymn again^ 
I learnt anew the sacred strain^ 

And blest it with my tears. 
Never so sweet to faithful men^ 
Return the tones of love again^ 

As to repentant ears. 

Now oft I scan^ at break of day^ 
The dreary wilds where once I lay^ 

Bewildered and forlorn ; 
And then, as daily sunshine bright 
Awakens fragrance and delight. 

So is my praise new bom. 

Far loom the gloomy hills of doubt, 
But, girding all my life about. 

Far stretch the plains of heaven. 
Before I broke away from Thee, 
I loved Thee with simplicity. 

But now I love, forgiven. 
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THE MAN OP SORROWS. 



mt 



E. bare onr sorrows/^ says the plaintive pro- 
phet^ — that is^ — He bare sorrows like ours, 
and has gone through them all before us. And Paul 
takes up the pensive refrain — ^' We have not a High 
Priest which cannot be touched with the feeling of our 
infirmities, but was in all points tried as we are, yet 
without sin/' And that is such a meaningful phrase, 
^' touched with the feeling :" intimating that He can 
pity, with the sympathy of one who Himself has 
known the trouble long before it came to us. And 
'^it behoved Him,'' says the Apostle, ''thus to be 
made like unto His brethren, that we might know 
Him to be a merciful and faithful High Priest ;'' for 
in our sorrow we always nestle the closer to one who 
pities us, when we know that he is not only touched 
with compassion because we are sad, but touched with 
the very feeling of our infirmity, because he can re- 
call it all to mind. 

We are struck, then, as we look at the life of Jesus 
Christ, at the intensely human character of His sor- 
rows ; and we feel that every grief He knew, and every 
burden He bare, is a type of some grief and burden 
common to us all. 
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Do we know what it is to be tme aad yet to be 
inspected for our rery truenem? — to love, and jct to 
be bated? — ^tobleHyand yet to be conei? — ^^They 
took up stones to stone Him.'' Do we know wliat it 
is to toil from day to day, with the in^iialion of some 
great hope, and yet to see onr gen ero osy patient labonre 
fail?— to be sneered down becaose we are poor, w 
despised because we are lowly? ^He waa ik u ipiw a d 
and rejected of men:'' and did ibey not point at 
Him the finger of scorn and say, '' Is not dus tiie 
carpenter's son ? — Came He not from Nazaredi ?" Do 
we know what it is to be deserted by onr truest onea^ 
in the hour of our great trouble ? — to see them melt 
away one by one, as the night-shades close about us ? 
— " They all forsook Him and fled ; and they that had 
laid hold on Jesus, led Him away." Do we know 
what it is to be sure of our sonship with Gk)d, and 
y ot to be wrongfully accused of evil ? — to be, with all 
the pasiion of our souls, true to Ood, and yet smitten 
as a reviler and defamer of His glorious name ? They 
told Him to His face that He was in league with Hell, 
and that it was a devil's power that did His blessed 
work. Have we, at some great crisis in our life, met 
the nameless terror and great horror which clings to 
the soul like a ghastly spectre, that well-nigh flung 
reason Arom her place, and made the soul to tremble 
for her fate? He had to pray against a direM cup, 
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while the great agony tore His mighty hearty and the 
life-drops fell at every word : and, even at the last, 
grim terror and the bodeful presence of evil hid from 
Him the beaatifiil face of Ood, and He could only 
cry, with words that no grief and horror of ours can 
ever make us understand — " My God ! My God ! why 
hast Thou forsaken me?^' Cling to Him, then, O 
sorrowful ones I CUng to Him, O sons aod daughters 
of time. Ah ! and how men have clung to Him ! and 
not men only, but mothers with empty cradles, and 
sisters with buried Lazaruses, and widows with lonely 
hearts and broken homes. The poor, too, have gone 
to Him, and the weary have sat by Him, and the 
dying have breathed His name ; and many a bleak 
wind has blown on many an aching head — comforted 
by the memory of this great, loving, human Christ, 
who bare our griefs and carried our sorrows, and gave 
Himself, even to the death, for us. 

But, after all, what is it to us that He bare sorrows 
like ours, tod carried our griefs? Small comfort is 
there in that, if it only brings us to the fellowship of 
suffering. Surely it all means something for us ; — 
and surely there was some sublime and mighty reason 
for the assumption of the grief- worn face, the saddened 
heart, the homeless life I What did it all mean — ^what 
does it all mean for us ? Just what the Scripture says 
it means, when it tells us that they who truly suffer 
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with Him shall be glorified with Him^ and partake of 
His undying fame; — just what He Himself meant, 
also, when He teUs.us that because He lives, we shall 
live also. It means that we are to be ready to suffer 
and strive with Him and for Him, as He suffered and 
strove for us : — we are to be willing to give up all 
things — ease, and joy, and life's delights, and peace 
of heart, and the world's success, yea, and life, and 
flesh, and blood, if needs be, that we may follow Him, 
and be truly allied to Him. And even as His life was 
broken. His body was sacrificed, and His blood was 
spilt to do the Father's will, so we, partaking of His 
life, and eating His flesh, and drinking His blood, 
and abiding in Him, as the branch abideth in the 
vine, are to follow Him, forgetting the flesh, and 
yielding up our own wills, in little as in great things, 
knowing that he who saves his life shall lose it, and 
he who loses his life, for Christ's sake, shall find it. 



" HE GIVETH SONGS IN THE NIGHT." 

[E praise Thee oft for hours of bliss. 
For days of quiet rest ; 
But, Lord !* how seldom do we feel 
That pain and tears are best. 
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We praise Thee for the shining snn^ 

For kind and gladsome ways. 
Dear God ! when shall we learn to sing 

Through weary nights and days? 

We praise Thee when our path is plain^ 

And smooth beneath our feet; 
But fain would learn to welcome pain 

And call the bitter sweet. 

When rises first the blush of hope, 

Om hearts begin to ring; 
But surely not for this alone, 

Should we our gladness bring. 

Are there no hours of conflict fierce, — 

No weary toils and pains, — 
No watchings, and no bitterness. 

That bring their blessed gains? — 

That bring their blessed gains full well. 

In truer faith and love^ 
And patience sweet, and gentleness. 

From our dear home above? 

Dear God I teach our bewildered hearts. 

Aright to read Thy way — 
That Thou dost trace^ with finger kind, 

Our history every day. 
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Then every thorny crown of care. 
Worn well in patience now. 

Shall grow a glorious diadem, 
Upon the fiuthfol brow : 

And every weed of grief shall change. 
And wave a blessed flower. 

And lift its face beneath our feet. 
To bless us every hour : 

And sorrow^s face shall be unveiled. 
And we at last shall see 

Her eyes are eyes of tenderness. 
Her speech but echoes Thee. 



SOUL-RIGHTNESS. 



U li 




/HE great thing in Religion is rightness of soul. 
Other things may be healthful and desirable, 
but this is essential to the true religious sentiment 
and life. And yet, well-nigh all the controversies and 
strifes in Christendom have been over mere points of 
conduct, or form, or outward show. For the history 
of the wars and the great controversies of the Church 
is nothing but the history of huge battles fought over 
such things, to the terrible neglect of the true life of 
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the soul. Hence^ it cannot be repeated too often, that 
no profession of a creed^ nor observance of a form^ 
nor sacramental rite, nor priestly blessing, can have 
anything to do with making a man a Christian ; onr 
being so, or our not being so, depending very little 
on these matters of ''meats and drinks/' For we 
may know no formal creed, make no religious profes- 
sion, call ourselves by no name, be taken to no bap- 
tismal water, drink no sacramental wine, and the 
Church's blessing may never rest upon our hearts or 
homes ; and yet we may live very near to God, and 
be '' partakers of the divine nature/' For Christianity 
is a life — a thing of tendencies and susceptibilities, 
affections and desires. And true Religion, about 
which people have troubled us so much, is, after all, 
nothing mysterious or grim, but simply the loving 
reception into the soul of the Life and Lordship of 
Jesus Christ, that as He lived by the Father, so we 
might live by Him. The more we can come to know 
that to be at one with God, in harmony of mind and 
sympathy of spirit, is to be a true disciple of the Lord 
Jesus, the clearer will it be to us that the true Chris- 
tian life is not made up of external appearances, how- 
ever honest, or mechanical performances, however 
minute, or spasmodic virtues, however intense; but 
that it is entirely concerned with the inner life — ^its 
seen deeds being but the happy, natural, and intelli- 
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gent devdopmeiit of the vaueen tfaoo^t — die out* 
come of the heart's true purpose^ or die out-^eaidiig 
of the inner^ silent wilL 

Hence, when men make die gieat bnameas to be 
the holding of certain statements or dogmas, a aod 
injury is done to the tme life of the sonl — and a 
terrible fSedseness soon overshadows the best yearn- 
ings of the heart. For to feed the soul with '^ views'' 
and catechisms^ or any poor, dead set of words 
whatsoever, is like nourishing a flower in a box, and 
refreshing it with ink. In soch a case, only one &te 
can await the flower or the sonl — leanness, ackncas, 
sterility, death. That this fate does not overtake so 
many, whose Christian life seems to be so endrriy 
concerned with the outward and the seen — ^with wwds 
and views, only proves that, in spite of everything, 
the sonl is righting herself, and that somewhere, per- 
haps all nnknown to the will, she is ^' reaping whore 
she did not sow, and gathering where she did not 
straw,'' — fastening herself on things altogether apart 
from what the intellect has decided shall be her food, 
and nourishing her sublime life by an instinct that is 
greater than the conduct of the understanding, or the 
resolutions of the will. 

The question for us to be anxious about, then, is, 
not '^ Do I hold the right thing? " but "Am I doing 
the right thing?" — it is not "Is my creed sound?" 
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but " Is my heart sound?'' — it is not ^'Is my doctrine 
true?'' but '' Is my life true V For however helpful 
and desirable creeds and doctrines may be to a man 
(and indeed it is a solemn duty to have them, and to 
have them clearly), yet, after all, these are all worth- 
less without true rightness of soul. For we may hold 
a model creed, and the "soundest'' views, and the 
grandest confession of faith : and yet it is possible 
that all these things shall be only so much poor 
parchment and paper, when the time of testing comes ; 
and it will be a poor, sad thing, if the end comes, and 
finds us all busied in counting words, and measuring 
creeds, and muttering dogmas, the one against the 
other. Ah me ! we shall be like little children that 
play with the weeds and the painted shells, by the 
heaving sea, and build poor^ fragile houses on the 
sand, until the tide comes in, and stops their trifling, 
and flings down the fruit of their useless toil. Yes, 
there is a time coming, and he who is wise may hear 
its foot-fall behind him, when the solemn tide shall 
come in and sweep away our trifling, and smooth the 
relentless sand over all our toils and pains ; a time 
when everything will fall from us but that which has 
its root and life in our very souls— all the accumula- 
tions of years, all professions and names, and fame, 
and all the outward forms and shows of things, and 
we shall be left alone with what has its deep and 
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true abiding in the soul. Happy, indeed, will it be for 
us in that day, if we be found all girded and ready for 
that solemn self-revealing ; happy if we can quietly 
put aside all that has dung to us here, and step, not 
sorrowfully, beyond the confines of our mortal day. 




MAN-GROWTH. 

HE condition of all life is growth, change, and 
^ progress; and this great world, with all it 
sciences, arts, and philosophies, is nothing, from first 
to last, but an immense rearing establishment. For 
all the multitudinous processes that are ever going on 
about us, resolve themselves into this — the growth of 
the things with which the processes are concerned, 
whether these things be insects or flowers, or trees or 
men. Man-growth, then, is not a speculation and a 
possibility, but an absolute fact, that even our indo- 
lence and disinclination cannot alter. We must grow, 
and cannot help it. Our tastes and desires, our 
aspirations and afiections, our habits and modes of 
thought — ^all these we may direct and guard in their 
growth, but cannot keep from growing. Some are 
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growing downward^ further into that which is low ; 
and some are growing upward— courting the sun, and 
aspiring to the rosy dawn. Some are growing ugly 
and deformed^ and others graceful and beautiful. 
Some to bear only mocking and useless leaves ; others 
to bless^ with their golden fruity the men^ and women^ 
and little children who walk beneath their glorious 
boughs. Some grow but sickly and slowly^ while 
others strongly and rapidly gather force and firmness^ 
and tower bravely up. But^ in any case, we are all 
growing— changing every day— hastening this way or 
that. The little child in the nursery is growing — 
growing up into the ways, and forms of speech, and 
airs of the nursemaid there. And the maid, in her 
turn, is. growing up into the ways and the egotisms 
of her mistress. The lad at school is growing, and 
every look of the master, and every rap of the ruler, 
and every word of praise or blame, are making him 
for life. And that other lad, serving his apprentice- 
ship at the carpenter's, is growing, and the furniture 
will be turned or carved just as his master turns or 
carves it. And every stroke of the hammer that goes 
awry, or every turn of the plane that spoils a plank, 
or every chip of the chisel that cuts his hand, is so 
taiuch stuff that growth is made of. And so the 
eternal process goes on, from the little baby learning 
how to measure distances, right up to the glorious 
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ar^tist^ who, with cleared vision and well-trained hand, 
glows before his canvas, or trembles over his burning 
page. 

Yes, this is true of us all. The oldest among us 
know that Experience is far ahead of them ; and the 
wisest feel that Knowledge has somewhere gone 
deeper than they can dive : and the purest and the 
best among us know that Virtue, with her clear, calm 
brow, is far above them still. Nor should any one be 
sorry that this law of growth is upon him, as though 
it were a curse ; for it is only growth in or up to 
wrong things that makes it such. Hence the great 
thing, in our life, is not to shrink from this law, with 
coward fear, but to see to it that our growth, since we 
must grow, be towards all graceful, sublime, and 
beautiful things. 

Very helpful, too, is it to remember that the laws 
that regulate and govern all material things in their 
growth, are precisely similar to those that govern the 
life and growth of the soul of man. We put our tiny 
seeds in the ground, and as soon as they find out 
where they are, they send out their little feelers and 
fibres, in all directions, to appropriate whatsoever is 
fitted for them, in the surrounding soil ; and then 
presently, they lift their little faces above the dark 
ground to catch the blessed sunshine, that they may 
send it down, in thin sunbeams, to their roots, and so 
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grow beantiful and strong. So, too, is it with tlie soul 
of man, planted here for awhile : even the little child, 
with its lai^e, hungry eyes, has already thrown round 
every picture in the house, and every scrap of toy, 
some little spiritual fibre, by which the wonderful soul, 
that lies behind and beneath those eyes, is being fed 
every day. Chiefly, however, are we influenced by 
other living souls, up to which, and by which, we 
inevitably grow. For there is no such thing as 
abstract growth in manhood without growth in men. 
We may not, perhaps, have intended it — ^may not 
have even known it, but some two or three men and 
women, perhaps children, in the world, have had nearly 
all to do with us, and our growth into or up to what 
we are. 

Children feel it most, and men would feel it more, 
if they were not so egotistical, that we want a copy, 
not a precept; an image, not a theory; an example, 
not a law ; a hand of flesh and blood, a flashing eye, 
a pointing finger, a guiding foot, a speaking tongue, a 
throbbing heart : and the constant cry of the little 
child is rather " Show me how," than '' Tell me 
how." And upon this principle all schools and uni- 
versities, with their theological and other chairs and 
professorships, are founded; otherwise, they would 
all be grim, still libraries, and nothing more. 

Who, then, shall be our Great-heart, into whom 
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we shall grow^ and in whom onr life shall be hid ? 
Who^ but He of whom Paul spake when he wrote of 
the coming to a '^ perfect manhood^ unto the measure 
of the stature of the fulness of Christ'^? Yes^ He is 
our true Great-hearty and we are like little children 
to Him^ whose '^ stature '^ is so lofty^ above all the 
sons of men. Our true Great-heart, for He stands 
not away from us in His greatness, nor above us in 
His fulness ; but He comes near to us, and we feel 
how truly He is our very brother, as He tells us that 
He wants us to be as He is — ^that He has come to help 
us to be so; and that this is everlasting life — ^to grow 
up into Him in all things. 

* 

'* Mighty Lord ! so high aboye ns ; 
Loving Brother ! all our own ; 
Who will help us, who will lore us. 
Like to Thee, who all hast known ? 

*' Who so gentle to the sinners 
As the soul that never fell ? 
Who so strong to make us winner 
Of the height He won so well ? '* 

We will go trustingly, then, to the loftiness of our 
elder brother Christ ; for He is not lofty to make us 
fear, but He is mighty to lift us up : and even His 
greatness should not make us afraid : nay, rather. His 
greatness shall make us all the more glad in Him, 
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as little children reckon upon their elder brother's 
strength and care. 

Well for ns^ indeed^ if we know that onr trust in 
Him can in no wise fail us. Well for us if we. have 
heard Him say to our inmost souls^ 'Follow Me;" 
if He has revealed to us that such following of Him 
is " everlasting life." 




THE VOICES OF THE LORD. 

^HEN Thou rebukest me for good, 
My Father ! tell me so 
That I, in all Thy better way, 
With willing heart may go. 

And when Thy ways are in the deep — 
Thy footsteps dimly known, 

Still give me, Lord, e'en then to feel, 
I am not left alone. 

And when Thy Heavens shine on me, 
O teach me what they say, — 

How winsomely they ask my heart 
To joy in God alway. 
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And when my tasks are sad and hard^ 
O teach me what they mean^ — 

How earnestly they ask my soul, 
Alone on God to lean. 

Thus every hour^ and in all things^ 

May I my Father see ; 
And ever move with trustful heart, 

And ever move towards Thee. 

Then Faith shall teach my faltering heart, 
That all Thy ways are right, 

And give me courage all the day, 
And music in the night. 



' LITTLE THINGS. 

^EN are, and must ever be, utterly at fault in 
stimating the greatness of a life, or the 
worth of any deed. We keep our records of great 
ones, and tell how much they have done to move and 
bless the world, but, all the while, in some hidden 
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place^ some little story may be runiung out its won- 
drous threads^ unseen^ and all unknown by men, the 
end of whicbr shall be oblivion to the thousand things 
that a foolish world busied itself about and called 
great, and immortality for this. 

How often are we fretful and weary, even to despair, 
because we seem to make so little way, and because 
our life appears, so surely, to be but a sad groping and 
a guess, without one clear and loud-ringing stroke in 
it. Alas I how is it we do not see the worthfiilness 
of all true living, whether it be hidden or famous; 
knowing that no earnest life is a waste, and that 
there is no such thing as truthful reckoning here of 
all that we have been and done. We do not know 
what we are doing, and how far our influence is 
extending ; we only know what is the bent, and tone, 
and temper of our life, whether these are blessed and 
beautiful or no: for the rest we know absolutely 
nothing, and our true wisdom is to go on loving Gk)d 
and our brother, waiting for the sweet day when our 
works shall follow us, before we sing or sigh over our 
veiled life. 

Perhaps there is a little child in your home, and 
to-day it sat watching you, and listening to you, and 
perhaps every now and then it astonished you by 
repeating, when you least expected it, some man- 
nerism or some phrase of yours. What the end of 
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that may be^ no one can tell^ for it is a great things 
often^ to have a little child in the midst. You teach 
it a little prayer^ or some childish hymn^ or tell it 
some simple story^ or sing it some gentle song ; and 
you go away and foi^et it on the morrow^ but that 
little one has many thoughts^ and you do not know 
what you have done^ and what your prayer or story 
may grow to. Nay ! the little penny toy you gave to 
it the other day^ or the wonderful picture book^ has 
perhaps shaped it for life. Many a man^ too^ has been 
made by a smile^ and many have been lost through a 
sneer. We know who patted the head of her little 
boy^ when he drew the likeness of the baby in the 
cradle^ and showed it to his mother. We know who 
kissed him^ and called it passing fair. " And that/' 
said the warm soul of the artist^ when^ in the day of 
his fame^ all England called him great^ '^ that made 
me a painter .'' Ay! and who knows how many 
poets^ painters^ and great-hearts^ smiles and kind 
words^ and gentle^ caressing hands have given to the 
world 1 Yes, and who can tell how many of these, 
cold words, and scorn, and neglect, have lost to the 
world for ever I 

It is well for us to think thus of the lowly and 
common things of life, as at leaat possible great 
things ; for then all life, which is mostly made up of 
lowly and common things, will have a significance. 
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and wear an earnestness that could not otherwise be- 
long to it ; and it will no longer be only frivolous for 
its vanity, or wearisome for its monotony. 

Many years ago, perhaps, your iriend came to you, 
all sad and weary, for he had well-nigh lost his faith 
in God, after losing all his faith in men. And you 
spake him kindly, and comforted him ; and when he 
wept to tell his grief, you wept to hear it told, and 
he went away with your comfort in his soul ; but you 
never knew what you had done that day. Maybe 
you saved that man's feet from falling, and his soul 
from death ; for it is often through the pity of man 
that the despairing and the weary ard won to the pity 
of the Father : and do you know what that means ? 
Do you know where that will end ? No, we do not 
know how lasting is the beauty, or how deep are the 
scars we leave behind us. We only know that every 
day we add a chapter to the story of our life, in the 
face of the world, and that, by it, we bless or ban the 
passers-by. It is almost a sorrowful doctrine, and yet 
it is a great and blessed one; yes, great and blessed; 
but how shall a man help walking softly, almost sadly, 
as he remembers these things? 
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THE MIRACLES OF JESUS CHRIST. 

^s^^IRACLES are the world-language^ in which 
Christ spake^ to show us what He came to be 
and to do. They are all parts of His self-revelation ; 
and are important^ not so much as proofs of His mis- 
sion, as interpreters of it. He did not work them for 
His own sake, to assert His claims, but for our sakes, 
that we might the better understand His claims ; and 
with Him, they were not so much the credentials of 
the messenger, as the demonstrations of the teacher, 
or the announcements of the revealer. If Christ 
had simply said, '^ I am come to restore this fallen 
humanity,'' it might have descended but coldly and 
unintelligibly on some untutored ears ; but this warm 
language of deed none could misunderstand ; because 
it is, as has been said above, the world-language — ^the 
highest and most intense form of expression possible 
amongst us. Here was diseased humanity — ^blind, 
deaf, dumb, leprous, dying. Here, too, was the soul 
of man, also blind, and deaf, and dumb, and diseased. 
He touches the eye, the ear, the tongue, and there is 
new light, and life, and force. What is all this, then, 
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but so mucli teaching about the soul? When He 
healed the body, and restored its broken order, how 
often "was this His only utterance — " Thy sins be for- 
given thee : go in peace ! '' Who could not have seen 
how, in that cure, He was pointing to another disease, 
and laying His finger on another broken order? Who 
could not see that in all that He was looking, and 
was trying to make them look deeper than the body, 
with its scars and stains; even to the soul itself, and 
its far sadder scars and stains ? 

Sublimely indicative, then, are these miracles of 
Jesus Christ. Wonderful and most human self-reveal- 
ings — ^how that He who gave sight to the blinded 
outward orb, came also to touch the souPs long blind- 
ness, that the glory-flashings of the Heavenly world 
might no longer be unseen : that He who made the 
deaf to hear came also to touch the soul, all deaf 
to the eternal harmonies, so that it might hear the 
music of the higher life : and that He who came 
to loose the poor earthly tongue, came also to touch 
the tongue of the soul, that its long inarticulate ut- 
terances might at last find meaning, and harmony, and 
form. 
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SIDE-TAKING. 

iO man liveth to himself — ^no man can live to 
himself. Whether we know it or not, like i ; 
or not, choose it or not, this is true. Self-isolation 
for any man is impossible: every one must some- 
where take a side, and has already taken a side. We 
might resolve to give up all active life to-morrow, and 
leave the busy world to itself, but none the less 
should we stand in its ranks: our very desertion 
would give an impulse to thought, curiosity, and spe- 
culation : at all events, it would suggest to men the 
possibility of desertion too. 

Yes, we have taken sides. We may not have meant 
it, nor planned it. We may never have sat down to 
think it out, and to decide whose side we had better 
be on. We may not even care to know whose side 
we are on ; but the fact is there — we are not living to 
ourselves ; we are making or marring every day : and 
when the green grass waves over us, the world will 
retain the scars, or throb with the life, or glow with • 
the beauty that we shall have left behind. For the 
world sorrows or sings because of every life that 
passes by. 
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Nor can any one tell of what importance he is 
amongst men. The prying of a little child has 
brought many things to light ; and the loving teach- 
ing of a widowed mother has made more than one of 
God^s Great-hearts in the world. Men in their fri- 
volity, and often in their wickedness^ plead that their 
wrong-doing goes not beyond themselves; and that 
they are not doing any harm; but this is more than 
they can tell. A stray shot has killed many a great 
general^ and a chance example has blighted many a 
fair and holy promise. We do not know what we are 
doing amongst men. 

Is there not room^ too^ for the doubt whether in 
these times we are not in danger of getting careless 
about distinctions that should be eternally preserved^ 
and of compromising too far between the true and the 
false? Is it not possible to get licentiously liberal 
and disloyally free? And is it not even more than 
possible that our outcry against " cant " may lead us 
to a neglect of honest side-taking ; and that our desire 
to be charitable may lead us into carelessness? The 
only remedy for this is such a steady and clearly- 
defined side-taking as will make life earnest, and full 
of purpose. 

The question then is not, " Shall I take a side?" 
— that is already settled for me : some side I cannot 
help taking. But the true question is, "What side, 

6 
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and whose^ shall I take?'' And to us is given the 
strange and awful power to make our choice. We may 
walk the wajs of this wild world, to calm and gladden 
it — to uplift and bless it; or we may live only to 
deepen its scars, and swell its misery, and perpetuate 
its distress. 

We may not, indeed, live to become great, as men 
count greatness, and the world may never seem to care 
on whose side we are, but this will not matter. We 
may write our names in a nobler place than the he- 
rald's gaudy page, and win a sacred monument that 
shall outlive the scattered wrecks of time — ^we may 
write our names in the deathless hearts of men. 




^OW fleeting. Lord, are all things here — 
How fleeting, and how fair; 
For not a sunbeam passes by. 
And not a glory from the sky. 

But leaves some beauty there. 

How fleeting. Lord, and yet how fair. 
Full oft our sad hearts know. 
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While things we care for most^ and love. 
Take wing and hurry far above. 
Yet bless us as they go. 

But yesterday we hailed the Spring, 

And welcomed in the flowers ; 
And now the winds go sweeping by. 
And every mournful blast brings nigh 

The dark and cheerless hours. 

So yesterday my heart looked forth. 

And all was bright and fair ; 
I lay upon a sea of calm. 
Nor dreamt of peril or of harm. 

For peace was everywhere. 

But all is dark and lonesome now, 

And I look forth no more : 
For cruel wrecks lie on the strand. 
And cruel night broods o'er the land. 

They will see nevermore. 

And yet, my God ! I strive to see. 

That Thou art not unkind ; 
My unbelief Thou wilt forgive. 
And make me see they truer live. 

In what they left behind. 
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For now^ at times^ I think I see 

Bright visions far away ; 
I hear sweet whispers in my Boul, 
And^ trembling in the distant goal^ 
I see the breaking day. 



'« M 



THE WORLD-TEACHER. 

iDUCATED as we have been in our English 
t^^ Bible^ from our English side of things^ it per- 
haps has occurred to but very few, that one of the 
most remarkable things about the New Testament is, 
that it has to do with an old-world History, and tells 
of a life that belongs to a time when our present 
customs, faiths, and modes of thought were well-nigh 
all unknown. We are the less likely to remember 
this from the very fact that Jesus Christ seems to be 
so little influenced by the Jewish element ; and that, 
breaking away from narrow-minded Rabbis and ex- 
clusive Pharisees, He becomes, what it was almost a 
miracle for Him to become, not a Jewish teacher, bat 
a world-teacher : speaking right to the great heart of 



HEART AND LIFE. 101 

humanity^ altogether careless of " flesh '^ or " blood " 
or *^ the will of man/' Let us remember then what 
He was — " A young man — with no advantage of po- 
sition ; the son and companion of rude people ; born 
in a town whose inhabitants were wicked to a pro- 
verb : of a nation above all others distinguished for 
their superstition^ for national pride^ exaltation of 
themselves, and contempt for all others ; in an age of 
singular corruption, when the substance of religion 
had faded out from the minds of its anointed minis- 
ters, and sin had spread wide among a people turbu- 
lent, oppressed, and down-trodden." Let us remem- 
ber all this, and then see how He came out from the 
universal corruption, to speak not for better manners, 
and a truer keeping to the olden ways, but to fling 
down, and that with no scornful hand, the whole 
fabric of the past, — breaking up the old exclusive- 
ness, and tearing asunder the refuges of lies, of a 
whole nation that had long left their God while they 
still called themselves His people : — proclaiming that 
henceforth there should be no children of Abraham, 
but the children of the faith, and that God was not 
the God of the Jew only, but also of the Greek — the 
bond and the free — the far-oflf and the near. Then 
came those wondrous utterances, so startling and so 
strange to the men who heard Him, — such as had 
never broken their guilty stillness before; — utterances 
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that seemed to spurn the narrow confines of country 
or of creed ; as though He stood full in the presence 
of the world He had come to claim for its Lover and 
its Ood^ instead of in the streets of some exclusive 
Jewish town. And indeed it was not the Jew^ but 
the man that spake^ when he broke the guilty silence 
of that ancient time. For He had a truth to tell 
which knew nothing about chosen nations, and nar- 
row confines of place or time ; — He had to tell of the 
Great Father who loves us all^ and counts us all His 
children, and who will bring many " from the East 
and from the West, from the North and from the 
South/^ to sit down with Abraham and Isaac and 
Jacob in His dear Kingdom. And in this way He 
broke down the national exclusiveness of the Jews, 
and the proud conceits of the nations; and once 
when they had been advancing their haughty plea of 
their descent from the fathers and the prophets. He 
tore the miserable boast to shreds before them, and 
told them of a wider Sonship than Jewry ever knew, 
and a sublimer Fatherhood than Abraham ever be- 
stowed. — " Children of Abraham V cried He, '' and 
what of that — will that save ye ? Nay ! In that 
great day of the Lord ye shall say, ' We have eaten 
and drunk in Thy presence, and Thou hast taught in 
our streets / but the bridegroom will not know you, 
and the floor of Heaven shall not be stained with 
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your recreant feet ! Children of Abraham ! Nay I 
For they be Abraham^s children who do his works, 
and love his God ; and these shall come from the 
ends of the earth, though they have never heard his 
name ; and they shall sit down with the faithful, at 
the marriage feast ; and there shall be weeping, and 
waiting, and gnashing of teeth, when ye shall see 
Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, and all the pro- 
phets, in the Kingdom of Heaven ; and ye yourselves 
thrust out r 

And so, looking on them with His sad, grave eyes, 
not unlit by a holy and indignant fire. He tramples 
on their miserable refuges, and turns lovingly, as the 
world-teacher, to the hearts of all His Father^s chil- 
dren : hence His word may come as near to the heart 
of the Greenlander as to that of the Hebrew ; and his 
utterance is as human in India, as it was in Judsea. 
His teachings, too, are as new, as fresh, and as ap- 
plicable, as when their first sweet words were wafted 
to the people, as they followed Him to the pleasant 
Judaean hills. Let Him but speak now to the hearts 
of the people, and His word is clear and plain — no- 
where antiquated, and nowhere foreign, because it is 
true to the heart of humanity, and because it appeals 
to what is universal in the souls of men : as He Him- 
self said, " And I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men 
unto me." When will all who have to do with the 
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teaching of the religion of Jesus Christy be content to 
make less of their personal hindrances — their creeds, 
and their definitions^ content to let Christ be np- 
lifted, to speak for Himself, as He did in the days of 
old, that the people now might hear less of us and 
more of Him ! 

Look, too, at that prayer of His — ^Lord's prayer we 
well call it. Say it in the deserts of Arabia, and the 
rude wanderer will bow his head, and call it good, and 
say Amen ; so true is it to the heart of the world. 
Little children can say it, and old men can love it, 
and the wise will not choose to forget it; and it 
seems never to grow old like other things. 

It is pleasant to think, too, how in fact as well as 
intention, He has become the world-teacher. Al- 
ready the Sabbath-bell^ that calls to His praise, is 
heard almost wherever the hand of man can take it ; 
and over many a sweet blue hill, and through many a 
solemn mountain pass, its tinkling is wafted by the 
breeze. On many a desert spot^ too, and near many 
a forest home, is reared the humble Church; and 
in a hundred tongues that sweet song might with 
truth be sung, — 

" O pweeter than the marriage feast, 
'Tis sweeter far to me, 
To walk together to the kirk, 
With a goodly company — 
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*' To walk together to the kirk, 

And all together pray, 
While each to his Great Father hends, 
Old men, and habes, and losing friends, 

And youths and maidens gay." 




•'THOU MAKEST WINTER/' 

[OLD and cheerless^ dark and drear^ 
Wintry days and nights appear; 
But they all in order standi 
This is still God's goodly land. 

Wind, and ice, and flaky snow. 
At Thy bidding, come and go ; 
Clouds obscure or planets shine. 
But they serve Thee and are Thine. 

Flowers have faded from the plain. 
But their mother-roots remain ; 
In the crispy earth they lie. 
Waiting for the warmer sky. 
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Leaves, and flowers^ and golden grain, 
God will bring all back again; 
They shall come in beauty drest — 
This is but their time of rest. 

Thee we praise, then, Father dear ! 
E'en for winter, dark and drear; 
All things lie within Thy mind. 
Ever loving, ever kind. 

In the winter of our days. 
When the rough winds chill our ways — 
When the summer-promise fades. 
Yielding to the gloomy shades ; 

When our tender flowers of light 
Feel the chill, cold hand of night, — 
Feel the darkness close them round — 
All their sense and beauty bound : 

When they pale before the gloom ; 
When they hear Thy whispered doom ; 
When their little day is done. 
Hurried as a winter's sun. 

May we nestle near to Thee, — 
Wait, and trust Thee faithfully, 
That a fairer sun shall rise 
Upon the summer of the skies. 
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THIS AGE. 

'HEBE are those who seem to have but little hope 
of this age. They call it " degenerate/* and 
tell US that days like those when confessors lived and 
martyrs died, are ours no more; — that devotion to 
God is made a matter of convenience, and worship a 
thing of fashion — that we are living in an age when 
men look to be saved by taste, and when the hearty, 
sturdy faith of our fathers is seen no more. They 
tell us that this is a flippant, selfish, careless, soulless 
age. God help us to disbelieve it heartily. The world 
never knows its great ones until they are dead ; and 
the ages are only truly known when they are in the 
graves of the buried centuries. Let xis believe that 
this age is rich in true souls, — in souls as brave, and 
hearts as true, as ever burned for God in the glorious 
olden days. Let us believe that this is not an age of 
dwarfe and faint hearts, — a ribald, selfish, coward age. 
Freedom never had such trusty friends as now, and 
the inspiration of the living God never stirred in so 
many true and gallant souls. We are not bereft of 
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martyr spirits^ even though we lack the martyr's 
flame^ and to-day a million hearts would die for Christ, 
But what is it to die ? Is that the noblest token of 
heroism in an age? Is it the greatest thing to die? 
Is it not^ at leasts as great to truly live ? It is true 
that no grim stake is reared in our midst, and the 
smoke of no martyr-altar goes up to the blue sky ; 
and the brave sight of a living man surrendering his 
life for the truth he has found, is not ours, in these 
times, to see. But there is something greater and 
grander — the daily duty-doing, the faithful waiting, 
and the lovesome forbearing of the patient and gentle 
heart ; and the holy glorifying of the sad monotony 
and painfulness of the toils, and cares, and sacred 
duties of life. Yes ; the common-place confessor, of 
the modem crowded town, is as great as the martyr 
of the ancient time : and she who lives a patient life, 
and keeps a faithful heart, and does the dear Lord's 
will, though it be shadowy and hard to mortal eye, 
shall one day wear a crown whose brightness shall be 
in nowise less than the glory that abides with the 
martyr-host of God. Yes I let the striving heart learn 
this right well, in these care-worn times, when the 
wrinkles of the world seem deepening, and men's 
hearts are failing them for fear. God's Great-hearts 
live not only in days of grim war, and on the open 
field of strife, but in the unnoticed bye-paths of the 
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world: tad many a poor, weak child of His, who 
never got nearer to martyrdom than the daily bearing 
with the infirmities, and ministering to the wants of 
age, when it dimmed a mother's eye, or unnerved a 
father's arm, shall, one day, stand very near to the 
dear Lord Christ, and the bright and blessed throne, 
with the great and glorious ones of old. 




PERFECT MANHOOD. 

** The measure of the stature of the fulness of Christ." 

)HE skilful painter, in his highest works, does 
not confine himself to the actualities of any one 
scene : but he makes all nature tributary to his art. 
He gathers up all the graces and sublimities he has 
ever seen or imagined ; and so his hills are the bluest, 
his brooklet is the silveriest, his sky is the freshest, 
his cottage is the loveliest, and his flowers are the 
sweetest. Hence his picture is not a mere copy, or 
fragment ; but some attempt to realize, as far as may 
be, " the measure of the stature of the fulness" of 
Nature. 

* 

Now jiist what the artist does for Nature, Jesus 
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Christ has done for us. He has gathered up into 
Himself all the beauties and the graces^ the possibi- 
lities^ and the capacities of humanity^ which in us are 
all broken and bedimmed. It is as if the descendants 
of some grand old house should forget the father who 
had bequeathed to them the honours of his name^ and 
one brother should arise to win back the ancient glory 
and assert the olden fame. For we, too, are of a 
noble house, and have one great Father, but we are 
not worthy to be called His sons. And amongst us 
has arisen this elder brother, Jesus Christ, who has 
given us to see to what depths we have fallen, and to 
what heights we might rise ; what we might be if we 
were true, and what we are because we are untrue ; 
what greatness we miss because of our sin, and what 
sacred possibilities we have long been trailing in the 
dust. And in doing this He assumes no air of selfish 
masterfulness, but only a kingly strength, as conscious 
of the force of His very word and life. Hence His life 
is beautiful everywhere, and great, because true to our 
highest conceptions of a perfect manhood — ^true there- 
fore to all. Beautiful is it in the hovels of the poor, 
and beautiful amid the surroundings of the rich: 
beautiful under the burning sun of some eastern sky, 
and beautiful amid the homes of eternal snow. Beau- 
tiful where little Eva sits, bending over the wondrous 
story, in the tiny Testament, and beautiful where the 
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old man leans upon his staff to meditate^ or gets down 
the big-lettered Bible to turn to the dear old places. 
Beautiful where wise men trim the midnight lamp to 
study the wondrous history^ and beautiful where poor 
unlearned folks get the story told them, as they feel 
how near it comes to them. For He is nowhere a 
foreigner, because He appeals to that which is com- 
mon to the hearts of all. His greatness of soul. His 
gentleness of heart, His perfect goodness. His tender- 
ness. His mysterious but deeply human love. His 
beautiful simplicity. His deep, sad, solemn earnest- 
ness, form a language that far outstrips the progress 
of the interpreter, and spurns the boundaries of na- 
tions. *And so, wherever the story has gone, even 
though no human voice went with it, the same tears 
have started, the same aspirations have been aroused, 
and the same prayer has gone up to the Great Father, 
from the soul, awakened to a better life. '^ Make me 
like this Christ ! Let Him bring me unto Thee \" 

Under His championship, then, who gained every 
height, and won every conflict, to teach us how to win 
and triumph too, we are to strive for the " measure of 
the stature of the fulness of Christ,^' which is the ful- 
ness of a perfect manhood. 



[• 
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THE MEANING OP THE CROSS OF CHRIST. 

A Brief Sermon on 1 John i. 7. 
" The blood qfJeaiu Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin" 

'OST of you have remarked that the New Tes- 
tament says a great deal about "the blood ^' of 
Jesus Christy and the '' cross " of Christ ; and most 
thoughtful people have often wondered what it all 
means. I used to wonder^ and I used to ask every 
one what it meant ; and I will tell you the answer 
they used to give me — ^perhaps some of you have had 
to hear the same answer^ again and again. In the 
first plaee^ they told me a great deal about " the fall 
of man^^^ and how we had all sinned in Adam : then 
they told me^ what seemed a great deal more under- 
standable and likely^ how that I had sinned^ and 
deserved God^s anger : they told me, too, that God 
really was angry, and positively meant punishing me, 
together with every one of His creatures : for all had 
sinned. They told me, too, that God was bound to 
punish us all, and could not forgive us ; till at last a 
plan was devised by which God should be satisfied and 
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man should be let go. And this was the plan^ as they 
told me : Eighteen hundred years ago and more^ God 
took upon Himself a man's likeness and weakness^ 
and in a human body stepped between Himself and 
His guilty creatures^ and bought our pardon from 
Himself^ at the price of His own pains and blood. I 
was then told to look at the cross — ^to see the bleed- 
ing form^ the parched lips> the agonized frame, the 
bleeding brows, the poor pale £Eice, and the sad^ grave 
eyes all quivering with exquisite woe : I was told to 
listen to the long, sad cry when Christ died in agony ; 
and they told me that all this was the punishment 
Qod was inflicting upon Him, in consideration of 
which He is accepted as our substitute, bearing God's 
fierce wrath instead of us, thus purchasing our pardon 
by His pains. By this plan, I was told God at once 
satisfied His justice and His love, though I could 
never see how the sins of the guilty could be atoned 
for by the agonies of the innocent : still less could I 
ever understand how a Holy God could be pleased with 
such a tragedy, or accept any part of it as a " satis- 
faction'' to His offended Justice. But I quieted my 
revolting feelings by calling it a mystery ; and, weep- 
ing over the awful scene, blessed the mighty love tha 
could bear so much for iiie ; but even then, I remem- 
ber, all my love was for the Christ who had made the 
sacrifice, and not for the awful God who demanded or 

H 
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accepted it. Now^ all things are changed. They 
taught me that the cross was the altar whereon Ood 
slew His victim^ but now I think of it as the place 
where " Love solemnized its triumph/^ It has all a 

' new meaning for me now. Christ is no longer a 
punished victim enduring my pains, and writhing 
under stripes that should have been mine ; but He is 
a glorious Deliverer^ fighting my battles, and rescuing 
me from an enemy — but that enemy is not God. 

Neither this text, nor any other, says a word about 
His blood, as shed to appease God — ^not a word about 
God accepting it — not a word about His needing it — 

• not even a word about its having anything at all to 
do with God ; but just the contrary — ^it " cleanseth us 
from all sin.^^ What a flood of light pours in upon 
the soul when first it comes to understand this great 
distinction, that this cross, this shed blood, this death, 
these agonies, were not for God, but for us ! Look 
upon that sad spectacle at Calvary, then, and what do 
you see ? You see a holy, pure, and innocent being, 
whom God loved, and whom men ought to have 
blessed : you see Him uplifted there because he dared 
to be faithful to the life that was in Him : you see the 
greatest soul that earth ever knew, in deadly conflict 
with earth's greatest sins : you see a being who might 
have been seated on JudaVs throne instead of being 
uplifted on Calvary's cross, but who dared the agony. 
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and despised the shame^ that He might show to the 
unborn ages what God thinks of sin, and what men 
ought to dare in their resistance of it. This the 
Apostles saw; and how could they help — they who 
loved their Lord dearer than all things beside — how 
could they help turning to that cross and to those 
pains that He endured in the great conflict^ without 
feeling that it was^ indeed^ His blood that had slain 
their unbelief^ and conquered their sin, and won them 
unto God? and how could they help confessing, in 
many dialects, and in many ways — " We have fdlow- 
ship one with another, and the blood of Jesus Christ, 
His Son, cleanseth us from all sin ! ^' And this, io 
them, as it should be to us, was the meaning of the 
" cross of Christ/* 



THE SOUL THE TRUE BODY. 




'HERE is no faith so general, and no belief so 
widely professed, as the faith, the belipf that 
man has a soul. There is nothing about which we are 
so profoundly in the dark, whether we ask, "What 
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is it?'* or "Whither does it go?*' The greater 
number never think closely about it at all; and of 
those who do think^ perhaps the greater number have 
no idea of the spirit of a man, beyond a sort of shiver- 
ing, shrinking notion that it is a kind of shadowy 
thing — th6y hardly know what — an airy, floating, spec- 
tral thing, in a state of being where all is as shadowy 
and unreal. 

What if we hazard the conjecture that the very op- 
posite is the truth — that the soul is not the spectre, 
but the body, which is flung over the soul while here, 
in order to enable it to put itself into communication 
with the outward world ? What if we start out with 
the statement that there are at least two kinds of sub- 
stance — the one changeful and fragile, belonging to a 
temporary and changeful state of being, and the other 
enduring and strong, belonging to a higher and death- 
less state of being, yet capable of being clad, for educa- 
tional or other purposes, with the more fragile and 
shadowy substance, for a time ? And what if we give 
to these the name of temporal and spiritual ? Just 
as the apostle Paul does, when he says, " There is a 
NATURAL BODY, and there is a spiritual body/' The 
natural body, real and useful for the present changeful 
sttae of being ; and the spiritual body, real and sub- 
stantial for the higher and ultimate state of being. 

The reason why we think that this substance which 
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now clothes us is the true and only real substance^ is^ 
that all our sensible impressions come so entirely 
through the " Time- Vesture," or robe of flesh, as to 
dim and silence the spiritual faculty which is clothed 
upon ; until by experience we are educated to mistake 
the shadowy for the real. But what if we were to 
shake off" this garment of Time— or as men call it die, 
should we not then find ourselves in a world as real, 
as solid, as sensible as this is now? For then the 
spirit could communicate at once with spiritual sub- 
stances, just as the body now does with temporal sub- 
stances ; and the world of the spirit would be as real 
for the spirit as the world of the Time-body is real for 
that body. 

To show that the spirit, or soul, is the true body, 
think how the outward body changes as the inner 
man is altered — how, in fact, the outward is the ser- 
vant and follower of the inward. How is it that we 
judge of a man's inward feelings and dispositions 
from his appearance? How is it that the man with 
a savage soul, generally gets to have a savage face ? 
How is it that the cunning mind is indicated by a 
cunning look ? How is it we always feel that the 
face — the whole appearance is an index to the spirit ? 
Is it not because we are sensible that the soul is 
peering out through these earthworks, and that the 
more powerful spirit is compelling the very form and 
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expresaion of the natural body ? The blush on the 
face of guilty — ^what is it but a flag hung out by the 
strong hand of the soul ? The stealthy step^ and the 
fawning ways — ^what are they but the dispositions of 
the mean spirit forcing themselves out — ^projecting 
themselves on the servant of the soul — the outward 
man? How is it that we often see the beautiful ex* 
pression die out of a face^ which then becomes more 
unlovely every day ? It is because the inner man is 
getting unlovely; and the outward body^ which is the 
weaker^ is submitting to the change. So, on the 
other hand^ we have seen the rude, rough face grow 
beautiful with some wondrous expression it never 
knew before. What does it mean?' The unfriendly 
trade goes on as ever; and the shape of the face has 
not altered much ; but over it all there is a strange 
and beautiful expression growing up, as though light 
were springing up from some holy depth within ; and 
so indeed it is. The beauty of the soul is forcing its 
strange light through the Time- vesture — on the out- 
ward face and form. 

Remember, too, how independent the soul is of the 
body, and of material things. You may chain up the 
body, but you cannot confine the soul. The body 
may lie shivering between stone walls, but the spirit 
is still free — ^far away, kissing the cheek of babe, and 
wife, and friend. And many and many a sad exile. 
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in his londy wandering on the stranger's shore, 
has trodden once more the halls of his fiftthers, and 
roamed throogh the beantifbl vaUeys, or climbed, 
anew, the sweet bine hills. And men that in the 
rack of battle lose limb, and sense, still live to re- 
tain every jot of their intelligence, and all that truly 
makes a man. 

How sad for ns then, that we are so slow to deli- 
ver ourselves from the poor belief that the temporal 
is the real, and the spiritual the spectral? When 
shall we come to the loftier and diviner faith that the 
true real is the spiritual, and that the changeful, and 
the shadowy, is this present mortal body by which 
we have been, for a little while, and for wise pur- 
poses, enrobed? Let those answer who have lost a 
child, a dear sister, or a friend — who have watched 
and waited while the eyelids flickered with the last 
thin ray of light, and while the dear lips grew muffled 
and then for ever closed — ^let them answer how they 
thought of the spirit that had thrown the earthly 
robe aside. 

I remember, one time, coming home day after day, 
turning the comer, faint with anxiety, yet fearing to 
look, till one day I saw the shadowy sign that told 
me the little sister, we all loved so well, was dead ; 
and I remember going with the little company to lay 
her among the flowers; and at this distance, how 
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well can I think of her winsome face, and the merry 
little voice, and happy foot-fall. Shall I think of 
her as gone into a world of shadows, and airy 
spectres? No; but I think of her as gone into the 
truest world, away from shadows — ^into the land of 
everlasting strength. I think of her as a happy, 
songful soul, — a real being walking with real beings 
— all the more real) because free from this shadowy 
robe of earth. She is not dead: she did not die; 
she suddenly ripened into life. 

This then, and not that, is the land of shadows. 
Look from the windows into the busy street, upon 
the hurrying crowds below — upon the men, the wo- 
men, and the little children, streaming by, on their 
errands of sorrow or of joy. Look upon them — 
happy, sorrowful, merry, woe- worn : they are the 
ghosts : they are hurrying away, all of them, into 
black night, and presently the solemn wave will go 
over their faces, and their little toils ; and the sha- 
dows will be laid under the grass ; but the real men 
and women, that were never seen here, because they 
were hidden by the flesh, and because our eyes arie 
not open, will pass away into the abiding world. For 
the grave-yard is the burial-place of shadows, and not 
of men ; and it is from the bed of death that men rise 
to their true, strong, immortal life. 

Well for us to remember these things, that we 
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may live as children 'of a Fattier who is in another 
country^ and as wanderers, whose home is far away. 
Well for us to remember that in a little while these 
eyes will fail, this strong hand will sink down, this 
tongue will sob its last, and all the bravery and 
beauty of life, and all its glory and fashion, and all 
its circumstance and pomp, will be nothing to us, 
and this mortal shadow will pass away like the thin 
mists of a morning dream j — that our very name 
Will be painted out from the highways, and our grave 
be forgotten under the long, rank grass. Ah me I 
is it such a sad question to ask — where shall we be 
when all the shadows of life have passed away? 
Thanks be to God, through Jesus Christ our Lord, 
we may know. In that high world where the Lord 
Grod walks amid the things that He has made im- 
mortal, — ^in that sweet home " where an enemy never 
entered, and whence a friend did never go away,'' — 
in those dear streets that never echoed but to the 
tread of pure and blessed feet, — ^in those bright fields 
''where every flower that creeps through death's 
dark portal becomes immortal," there we may walk 
with the sin-stain taken from our hearts, and the 
tears wiped from our faces, and the fret and fever 
kissed froni our souls : — there we may meet before 
High God, in the true bodies that now are hidden 
beneath the weak and shadowy ones ; and we shall 
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know^ at lengthy that this is indeed the land of sha- 
dows^ and that the world of spirits is the only real 
worlds for that " the things which are seen are tem- 
poral^ but the things which ^re unseen are eternal/' 




[H Y should we weep for those who die — 
For those who die in faith and love ? 
Do we believe the ancient word — 
The promise of our faithful Lord^ 

That broke the silence from above? 

Pull well we know the promise fair, 

But ah ! how tremblingly believe - 

That they who die in Christ are blest, — 

That they have entered into rest. 

In that dear home where none can grieve ! 

Sweetly we sing the hallowed strain, 
And tell our glad faith all around ; 

And yet, if Death but touch the hand, 

If but one shadow shroud the land. 

Our hearts are stricken to the ground. « 
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Our hearts are stricken to the ground^ 

And drink the cup of life with fear^ 
While gentle Hope^ by Mercy given, 
And all the shining ranks of Heaven, 
Are hidden by the mortal bier. 

Poor faithless hearts — so strong, so weak — 
So strong in word, so weak in deed ! 

When shall we look with undimm'd eyes 

On the fair writing of the skies. 

And all God^s message rightly read ? 

Come, gentle Hope, and trustful Love ! 

And dwell with Patience near our pain : 
Then Grief shall change her plaintive cry ; 
The dead shall live, and Death shall die. 

And Heaven shall be our own again. 



HOLINESS. 

[OLINESS is a condition of the soul; not a 
kind of action, or method of life. A man might 
spend his life in doing what may be called worthy 
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deeds^ and yet^ if beneath all^ there were self-seeking^ 
pride, and conceit, every such deed would be hollow, 
rotten, and unholy. '' Except your righteousness shall 
exceed the righteousness of the Scribes and Phari- 
sees, ye shall in no wise enter the kingdom of Hea- 
ven,^^ said Jesus Christ. For the righteousness of 
the Scribes and Pharisees consisted in external (not 
necessarily hypocritical) deeds and observances, while 
the heart was the nursery of every unhallowed pas- 
sion, and the throne of most hateful conceit and 
pride ; and therefore, all their outward virtues and 
pompous goodness went for nothing, and worse than 
nothing ; and that, not because these external acts 
of theirs were pretences, but just because they were 
merely outward. 

Again, a man may avoid sin because he is afraid 
of the consequences ; or he may do right because he 
does not dare to do wrong, or because he covets the 
reward of well-doing ; but he is far from holiness, if 
he has only got thus far. It is when the soul shrinks 
from sin because it is sinful — clinging to goodness be- 
cause it is good, and following after holiness because 
it is like God, that the soul may be said to be holy. 

We might tie a beautiful apple to some branch of 
a barren tree, but it would not make the tree any the 
less worthless, or any the more fruitful ; and so a man 
may tie many a good sort of action to his life, but as 
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it does not grow out of the living root of him, bat is 
only outward, the action will make no difference to 
his true character. We might even cover the barren 
tree with finest apples^ carefully tied on to the 
branches, and skilfully arranged to deceive the keenest 
eye, but the poor tree would remain just what it 
was. So with the life of man — no number of good 
deeds tied on to a life can make it holy. The holy 
deeds will grow out of holiness, though holiness has 
nothing to do with outward seemings. 

It will readily be seen then, that a holy life is not 
a life filled with a certain kind of conduct, but a life 
that is the outgrowth of a certain condition of the 
soul. Hence the truth, that every action — ^the most 
trivial and common-place, may be holy, because 
springing from rightness of heart. Thus common 
work may be made fairest devotion ; and every stroke 
upon the anvil, and every chip of the chisel, may be 
as truly religious as the singing of a psalm. Did 
not the ancient prophet think of this when he spake 
of the latter-day glory, and said that *' on the bells 
of the horses,^' should be written '^Holiness unto 
the Lord ^' ? For even the very horses^ beUs may be 
made holy by true holy use. Fatal and miserable 
then is the mistake men make whenever they suppose 
that certain kinds of action are holy in themselves, to 
the exclusion of others. 
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Many and many a poor heart that knows little 
enough of doctrines and preachers, and the Ten Com- 
mandments ; and many and many a simple soul that 
never knew a rule of life, nor learnt the art of good- 
ness, have yet lived holy lives, that God has looked 
upon, and loved. The woman who pours out the 
medicine for her sick neighbour, for love, consecrating 
it with her gentle hope and tender prayer, does a holy 
deed ; and every one that takes a step or lifts a hand 
to do the meanest thing, prompted by a good heart 
and a pure intent, does a holy thing, and adds to the 
joy of Heaven by adding to the blessedness of earth. 

How can we help remembering here the words of 
our Lord and Saviour — "Blessed are the pure in 
heart ? '^ — ^not pure in condtict, or pure of speech ; it 
all goes deeper than that — deeper than that which the 
world sees — deeper than profession, and conduct, and 
outward show — "Blessed are the pure in heaj't" Just 
as though He had said — " Get the heart right, that is 
your great concern, that is the only thing really worth 
striving for. Forget for awhile the outward, and 
think of the inward. Cease to ask — ' What will the 
world say?' and ask — 'What will God say?' Blessed 
are the truly holy — blessed are the pure in heart.'* 
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SOWING AND REAPING. 

REWARDS AND PUNISHMENTS. 

IHATSOEVER a man soweth, that shall he 
also reap." This is the great condition of 
all life and conduct^ from whicl^ no indolence nor un- 
willingness can escape. We are governed by law, not 
impelled by fate;, and the stars have no more to do 
with our lot than we have to do with their shining. 
From the tiniest weed^ then^ that peers out £rom a 
crevice in some mouldering wall, up to the sublimest 
intelligence that turns its uplifted face to God — true 
of all, that whatsoever is sown, that also, and not 
another thing, shall be reaped. 

It is greatly true of nations : and no study can 
more befit the reverent and pious mind than this — to 
see how nations have developed^ not by chance, nor 
through curious accidents, or unaccountable events — 
to trace how the life of a nation is not fragmentary, 
but one — a steady, progressive, and orderly whole — to 
see that the centuries are not complete in themselves — 
that they are only volumes of one sublime, connected 
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story; then to see that all the nations of to-day are 
just where they ought or deserve to be — where, as the 
result of their conduct and life^ they could not help 
being, no more than tares can help growing up tares^ 
and not golden wheat. 

Greater than ail parliaments, councils, and decrees, 
is this solemn law. For if the nation has sown cow- 
ardice and reaped bondage, what would it avail that 
parliament should vote that it be hereby made free? 
Or what, if as the result of luxury, of effeminacy, or 
of miserable polish and fashion, the people should 
sink into a puny crowd of sentimentalists or syco- 
phants, what would it avail that Parliament should 
pass, " with any number of readings,^^ that the people 
should be manly, and noble, and gallant, and brave ? 
would that turn the poor, sickly crop of tares into a 
harvest of golden grain ? Or what if a nation should 
worship its wealth, and bow down to its treasury until 
the virtues of patriotism die out of it, together with 
the grand memory of the fathers who were great 
in sublimer things than trade ; how many orders in 
council would it take to give the people the olden 
fame, and make them what they used to be ? Alas ! 
that is quite beyond the power of purple, and fine 
linen, and documents. The fact would remain, how- 
ever covered with acts of parliament and decrees ; for 
this great law of a nation's life does not promise a 
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reaping to whatsoever acta of Parliament it passes^ 
but to whatever acta of heroism^ or virtue, or pa- 
triotism it does. 

What then is true of nations and men, in this life, 
we may conclude will be true of us all in the life to 
come. As certainly as our present is what our past 
has made it ; and as surely as our future will be deter- 
mined by the conduct of to-day, so surely will the 
destinies of the life to come be the result of the whole 
life in time. Why should this not be so ? The body 
is not the man— it is no part of the man— it is only 
that in which the man resides for awhile, in order 
that he may commune with the outer material world. 
Why then should it be supposed that the cessation of 
the functions of the mortal covering should at all 
affect the condition of that which is the true man ? 
Why should the falling away of the instrument mate- 
rially affect the user of it? What more reasonable, 
then, than to suppose that all the inward results of 
this life, which, indeed, are the only real results of it, 
will remain — ^the current of our life unbroken and 
unchanged by the dissolution of the outward organi- 
zation, which we name Death ? 

If this be so, then, the future life will be a con- 
tinuation of this : our ending here will be our begin- 
ning there, and the solemn results of time will press 
in after us, through the gates of the eternal world. 

I 
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NolblnK will be left outside^nothing but our gold, 

our country, and our earthly home. Every seed ve 

Imvd Mown will await ut| or go iu with us, or foOom 

UN ) every habit that tits upon the throne of our heart 

now will iway ui then, with every cherished tlioag^t 

and witth ( with every ruling love and hate; for the 

nvcnt we oall death is but the separation of the aool — 

the true maUi tvoxa the mortal body in whidi it resides ; 

a Mnparntion that involves no change whatever in the 

living man. ThuSi spanning Time and Eternity, with 

Its Holomn conditional abides this inevitable law — 

*' Whatsoever a man sowethi that shall he also rexpJ' 

HerOi then, we come to what seems a true theory 

of fiiture rewards and punishments. Are the rewards 

and punishments of our Heavenly Father bestowed 

and infliotedi or are they^ in both cases^ the fitting 

harvest of conduct and inner life ? 

In this world we see clearly enough that Ood re- 
wards not by favouri but according to the thing done. 
Everything grows out of conduct. Do rights and the 
right thing will come : do wrongs and the wrong thing 
must foUoWi in spite even of piety and prayer. The 
good farmer who studies the laws by which his little 
world is governed^ and by which also his work should 
be regulated — who ploughs at the right time^ and 
sows when he ought^ will get a harvest be he never so 
irreligious ; while the pious farmer^ who nevertheless 
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neglects to study the laws that control the growth of 
crops aiid the well-being of cattle, will have to go 
without a harvest home. If a Christian man puts his 
hand under a wheel, it will get smashed as soon as 
any other; and if a bad gardener puts his seed in 
badly, it will not grow for all his prayers. These, 
then, are the facts of the present life — rewards grow 
out of right-doing, punishments grow out of wrong- 
doing — "whatsoever a man'* — any man — '^soweth, 
that shall he also reap." We may conclude, then, 
that the great facts and laws of this life will be the 
facts and laws of the life to come ; for both are God's, 
and whatever of order or law we find in the one, we 
may expect to find in the other. Here, God's punish- 
ments are growths, not blows ; they are not inflicted 
by His hand, but spring up out of our own acts and 
deeds; and it surely will be so hereafter. The Hell 
that men dread — a chamber of horrors where instru- 
ments of torture are kept, and evil spirits are appointed 
to punish the lost, is a fiction of a blind and inhuman 
Theology. God is Love, and Love never takes venge- 
ance — ^not even on the wicked and the outcast. Future 
punishment, then, is future reaping of what has been 
sown, according to that great law of life that shall, in 
the end, work out good for all the creatures of Him 
who made it. So also with future rewards : these will 
be the outgrowths of goodness, and the results of holi- 
ness. 
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The difference, then, between the saved and the lost 
is, not that God is smiting one and caressing another, 
but that one is reaping the tares he has sown, and the 
other his golden grain. The woman who tvill be a 
sinner — selling her soul to infamy, and giving her life 
to folly, what shall she have in the life to come ? Will 
God smite her, or will His angels punish her? Nay; 
but His great wheels will revolve, and she shall " re- 
ceive the things done in the body " — ^she shall reap 
what she has sown. And she who has graced her life 
with all that was fair and beautiful; adorning her 
youth with pure thoughts and holy ways, and crown- 
ing her age with charity and the quiet loveliness of 
gracious deeds, what shall she have in the life to 
come ? Verily her Heaven shall be the harvest of her 
piety. She shall meet again the souls she has blest, 
and know again the hearts she has comforted ; and 
everything she did, of grace or of goodness, shall 
return to her a thousandfold. She sowed on earth 
virtue, she shall reap purity ; she sowed kindness, she 
shall reap peace ; she sowed piety, and she shall reap 
the sunshine of her God. The good gardener receives 
again the seed he puts in, increased a hundredfold in 
sweet flower and glorious leaf; and again a thousand- 
fold in wealthy seed; so she, in her blest harvest 
time, shall " receive the things done in the body */' 
and her garden in Heaven shall be fair and full, for 
the little seed-sowing she did on earth. 



HEAKT AND LIFE. 133 

Who does not feel what an enconragement this is 
to piety and to well-doing ! We may be unnoticed 
by men^ or noticed only to be suspected^ bnt here is 
our joy — ^not one conquest over sin shall be in vain, 
and not one resistance of evil shall lose its reward : 
not a good thought that passes lovingly over the mind, 
not a holy longing that we cherish in the heart, not a 
heavenward yearning that trembles in the soul, not a 
blessed word that falls from our lips, not a beautiful 
deed that graces the life, but what shall remain to 
swell the holy harvest of the time to come. And more: 
there is not a smile we have put into the countenance 
of the sad, nor a blessing we have brought to the heart 
of the weary, nor a tear that we have wiped away from 
the face of despair, but what shall be treasured up for 
us in the harvest of the Holy Land. 

A terrible law to the careless and the ungodly, but 
right blessed and beautiful to the pious and sincere 
' — '^ whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also 
I'eap/' 
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KNOWING AND LOVING. ' 

[£ should think it a miserahle and heartless 
impertinence if one were to write a book for 
lovers, on the " philosophy and nature of love/^ or for 
mothers, on the " best methods of teaching a little 
child to love her ;*' and yet this is pretty much the 
same thing as some good people are doing every day, 
when they go to poor and simple folk, and tell them 
that they must be well grounded in the knowledge 
of " the essentials,*^ and of the " oflBces and work of 
Jesus Christ,*' as the preliminary of discipleship with 
Him. The fact is, that Jesus Christ and His great 
redemption have very little to do with anything but 
the longings and lovings of the soul, and the conscious 
necessities and askings of our spiritual nature. Hence, 
to know Christ, one has no need to resort to profes- 
sors and Babbis ; and to the very fewest can religion 
be taught. Nor does acquaintance with Him come by 
book, for the heavenly process is unlike the earthly : 
with Him, we are to get to the letter through the 
love, and not to the love through the letter. It is 
not, — know Him first, and love Him afterward, but 
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love Him first, and know Him afterward. Peter did 
not truly know his Lord, till He went away to the 
Father; but, before that time came, he could say 
with passionate persistenc, " Thou knowest thai; I love 
Thee/^ What does it matter that I should have clear 
views about His nature, or correct ideas about His 
work, before I come to Him, and yield myself to 
Him ? Nay, how are these things possible, until I 
have so yielded myself? For if I love Him not, and 
abandon not myself to Him, His words can never live 
to me ; I shall never read His heart, without which 
his words are but of little use ; and I shall die with 
my finger on the place, asking what it means. For the 
way to Jesus Christ is not through external evidences, 
and it lies not through the schools, nor by the doctors 
with their learned proofs, but the word is nigh us, 
'' even in our mouth and in our heart/^ And if it 
be asked — '^ How can we love one whom we do not 
know?'^ we have only to point to those true hearts 
who followed their Lord in the evil days, when He 
was " despised and rejected of men/^ What need to 
ask whether they knew Him? Were not their eyes 
holden by custom, tradition, and the poor mists of 
earth and time, even " until the heavens received Him 
out of their sighf ? Poor hearts ! they never knew 
their Lord, till they knew him no more in the flesh ; 
and yet, one might say, never was love so pure, and 



136 THOUGHTS FOR THE 

true, and idl-abaorbing as theirs. They said, "We 
know whom we love/' a long time before they said, 
" We know whom we understand." 

And so it has ever been, and is. Men differ every- 
where as to their " views " about Jesus Christ, and 
some are " babes in Christ,** and some see through 
how dark and distorted a glass ! and yet one passion- 
ate love is throbbing in the souls of all — a love that 
often defies the conclusions of a syllogism, and over- 
leaps the confines of a creed, to ply its vmigs amid 
tlie •* great cloud of witnesses," gathered from every 
land, and creed, and dime — all made one in Jesus 
Christ. Yes, and He is most truly known when we 
put away our books, and our theories, and leave our 
Rabbis, and walk alone with Him, amid the silences 
of our hearts: for He said — **Not as the world 
gi\'eth, gi^-e I unto you," because He reveals Him- 
self only to the spirit of the little child. Hence such 
doctrines as the Atonement, and others, are often 
understood for the first time when a man totters out 
of his study, into the room with darkened windows, 
where, as in a place of shade, the Lord will manifest 
Himself to the quiet and humble soul. What doc- 
trines, too, have been made dear over a tiny cofSn, 
or a little grave — and what sweet revealings to the 
soul have come thoice ! And all this is because the 
fountains of the heart are then opened, and because 
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the spiritual sentiment of love^ chastened by a sacred 
oommnning with sorrow, has made the heart suscep- 
tible, making it forgetful for awhile of the hindrances 
that we have cultured as helps, and so leading it free 
to be dealt with and blest by the Holy Christ. 

This is why the sorrowful and the forlorn seem, 
when they remember Him at all, to come to such a 
beautiful and holy knowledge of Him, as though they 
had indeed been with Him, and He had said to them 
" Peace I give unto you ; come nearer unto me, and 
I will give you rest.^' And this is why little children 
have been known to name Him, with the beautiful 
voice of love. 




AN OLD STORY. 

llTTINQ by the cottage door, 
1^ With the face we love so well ; 
Sitting by the cottage door, 
Little Alice of the dell. 

Alice with the golden hair, 
Little Alice, passing fair. 
What are life and care to thee, 
Blue-eyed, sweet simplicity ? 
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Chilly rilence btooding there. 

Who is this so wondious &ir? 
Breathe no word, and softly tiead ; 
Little Alice lieth dead — 

Alice with the golden hair. 
Little Alice, pure and fidr; 
What are life and care to thee. 
Crowned with Immortality ? 




HAPPINESS AND BLESSEDNESS. 

« 

, HERE are those who speak of happiness and 
1^ blessedness as though they meant the same 
thing. This is far from the truth. To be happy is 
to be pleased — to have what we like ; but to be blessed 
is often to be disappointed, and to have what we do 
not like ; and even ^o, blessedness is greater and sub- 
limcr than happiness. The striving of men every- 
where is for happiness, but love of happiness is only 
love of pleasure. 

The longing for happiness is selfish and often 
cowardly ; but to pray for blessedness, and be content 
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with it, is heroic and divine. He who has only learnt 
to he happ7^ has yet to learn the greatest lesson of 
life ; — he mnst be **bom again/* 

If we would understand how great is man^s nature, 
and when it is greatest, we must go to the man 'de- 
spised and rejected of men/' — " the man of sorrows 
and acquainted with griefs/* Was He happy? Did 
He hedge Himself round with materials wherewith to 
build up a pleasant life? Why was ours a poor, 
striving, bruised, and suffering Christ? Was it not 
because men needed to be taught that even Ood*s 
dearest One must be perfected by suffering, and that 
the greatest — ^the divinest life is not the happy and 
the pleasant, but the blessed and the good ? Contrast 
the " sermon on the mount** with what has been the 
faith of the world, these hundreds of years. — " Happy 
are the ambitious, and the high-spirited,** says the 
world, " for theirs shall be the riches of this life.** 

"Blessed are the poor in spirit/* replies Christ, 
"for theirs is the kingdom of Heaven.** 

" Happy are the joyful, and the men whose lives 
are lit with pleasure,** cries the world, " for they shall 
not be sad.** 

" Blessed are they that mourn/* says Christ, " for 
they shall be comforted.** 

" Happy are the men who can resent instdts, and 
return injuries,** says the world, " for they shall not 
be thought cowards.** 
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" Blessed are the meeky^ Christ pleads^ '' for they 
shall inherit the earth/' 

'^ Happy are they who never hanger nor thirst for 
anything/' says the worlds '^ for they[shaU not be un- 
comfortable/' 

''Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst 
after righteousness/' teaches Christy '' for they shall 
be filled/' 

'' Happy are the hard men^ and the men who will 
have their rights^" cries the world, '' for they shall 
not be losers/' 

''Blessed are the merct/W/' pleads Christ, "for 
they shall obtain mercy/' 

" Happy are the men of a reputable life/' says the 
world, " for they shall see good society/' 

" Blessed are the pure in heart/* replies Christ, 
" for they shall see Qod/' 

" Happy are the men who can fight for their own," 
exclaims the world, ** for they shall not be injured/' 

" Blessed are the peacemakers" says Christ, " for 
they shall be called the children of jGrod/' 

" Happy are the men who never get into trouble 
about anything/' says the world, " for they shall not 
bemartyrs,^ 

"Blessed are ye when men shall revile you, and 
persecmie you, and shall say all manner of evil against 
you fiiaely, for my sake: rejoice, and be exceeding 



\ 
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glad/^ says Christy ^'for great is your reward in 
Heaven." 

Thus complete is the difference between the life of 
the worlds and the life to which we are called by 
Christ: — the one is content with the outward^ the 
transient and the fickle; the other concerns itself 
with the inward^ the abiding^ and the sure. The one 
rests in the present and the seen ; the other antici- 
pates the future and the unseen. The one is at the 
mercy of every wave of pleasure or of pain ; the other 
makes the eternal and infinite love of Ood its sure 
abiding ; wo^d this is the Psalm of the Blessed life — I 
look out on the worlds and see mystery and pain — 
disaster and fearfid wrong — ' so many houses^ houses 
of mournings so many fields, battle-fields, so many 
cheeks, pale, and so many eyes, red with weeping ^ : 
I look up to Heaven, and Thou, the dear God, sittest 
there in thy wonderful Love, and I wear my crown 
of thorns with patience^, and kiss the rod that smites 
me. 

O my brother, my brother ! if thou art searching 
for happiness, as the highest crown of thy life, dare 
to look this question in the face, and answer it — 
What will all your pleasures do for you in the day 
when the keepers of your mortal house shall tremble — 
and when the solemn hand shall stop you with the 
last message from the God of your life ? What will 
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it matter to you then, whether yon have fared well or 
ill — whether you have been carried along a path of 
roses, or whether you have climbed, alone, the cruel 
rocks ? Everything, in that great day, will pass away 
like the thin fabric of a morning dream, and you will 
be left alone for ever, not with what yon have, but 
with what you are. Well for ns if, in that day, the 
Master shall say to us, not *^ Come ye happy," but 
'* Come, ye blessed — weary and worn, it may be, with 
the rough journey of life — ^the tempest past, the sor- 
row forgotten, the lesson learnt, abd the victory won/^ 



SOLITUDE. 



,T? 




N these days of hard work, late hours, and uni- 
^=^1^ versal hurry, worry, and tear, when almost 
everything is done with the whiz of steam, the whirr of 
machinery, or the noise of ponderous tools, one of our 
first but most neglected duties is to get out of the way 
of it all, sometimes — to look down upon it, and to feel 
above it. There is no man that can afford to toil all 
the year round without a holiday ; neither is there a 
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man anywhere for whom it would not be good that he 
should seek sometimes to be alone. 

Every time a tnan turns his back on the great 
workshop and eating-house^ called a great toum, to 
climb some lofty hill where nothing shall be above 
him — not one huge chimney, or wreath of smoke — 
nothing but the clear blue sky, and the linnet in the 
tree ; from whence he may look down upon the huge 
black blot that marks out the place where the work 
and hurry are going on ; every time he sits up there, 
just to say to himself — " Ay ! after all, there is some- 
thing greater, and broader, and higher than that work- 
shop — even this blessed sky, that embosoms it, and 
all things,'^ he reasserts his manhood, girds himself 
up afresh for the manifold duties of his calling, and 
goes down to them more than ever like a man. 

It is a popular delusion that ''an out^^ into the 
country, to be well enjoyed, must be boisterous and 
noisy. Before all things, the brass baud should be 
left at home when we go into the holy woods. It is 
indeed pleasant to see a troop of lads, gathered from 
back lanes and narrow streets, with their pale faces 
and unhealthy eyes — to see them chasing one another 
over the grassy lea, all spangled over with daisies, or 
clearing their husky throats with lusty cheers and 
unwonted laughter ; but it is as pleasant to find one 
of them lying under a hawthorn tree, while the twit- 
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toringt of the little birds above seem to wdoome liim 
to thoir haunt, and their flutterings sprinkle him with 
])inky blossoms from the boughs : it is pleasant to find 
him there — the noisy town far oS, the very shouts 
of his companions dying away in the distance, and 
almost lost amid the carolings of the birds above him, 
and the saucy babbling of the brook hard by. It is 
pleasant, too, to find the thin, pale man sitting on the 
felled tree, still covered with the faithfully green ivy, 
that clings to it in its fall, while the woodbine and 
wild roses seem leaning out to comfort him, and a 
thousand little insects tempt him to forget himself, 
and think of them and their shiny robes and beauteous 
forms. 

Let those who feel it so irksome to be alone, try it 
as a duty for awhile, and see whether it will not grow 
into a pleasure as time goes by, and as the silent 
voices of nature, that have no outward speech nor 
language, fall at last upon the spirit's inward ear. For, 
to her faithful lovers. Nature will tell her secrets, and 
show her dearest mysteries. There is not a stone with- 
out its secret, nor a bed of moss without its legend. 
The old stories about the fairies that live in blue-bells 
and fox-gloves are not altogether untrue, and there is 
a music of the woods. The primrose, scrunched by 
the heel of the clown, and the primrose that spake to 
the heart of the poet, were alike ; one fragrant music 
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breathed about them both^ and the same legend nes- 
tled in the face of each ; but only the lover and reve- 
rent questioner of Nature heard the one or understood 
the other. 

Nature loves the solitary. She shrinks from noise^ 
and the divided thoughts of men. The music of the 
fishes leap^ and the perfect harmony and melody of the 
manifold songs of the woods^ are never given to the 
noisy crowd. For Nature seems to palpitate^ and 
grow discordant before numbers. The hare no longer 
musically rustles at play among the brown leaves, but 
leaps hurriedly away; the birds hush their song, or 
sing only with throbs and jerks — a sort of hysterics, 
one may think ; and the browning leaf no longer falls 
from the tree with that mysterious calmness and solem- 
nity — landing on the increasing bed beneath, with 
such an exquisite breath of plaintive music, as though 
it knew it had kissed its bough for the last time, and 
had lain down to die ; it falls hurriedly and uncer- 
tainly, flung down by the hasty flight of birds. 

It is only in solitude that the choicest revelations 
of Nature can be made, for she reveals to the long- 
waiting and silent eye of the solitary what the crowd 
of sightseers will never be permitted to behold. 

And not only so : for the revelations that Nature 
will make to her lovers and questioners are not all 
revelations that end in herself. She has much to tell 
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of the great world of work and noise^ to which she 
knows we must return. It was Luther who, when he 
was perplexed and troubled with the noisy world, used 
to rush out to feed his pigs : it was the same Luther 
who went down on his hands and knees before a rose, 
that he might have, as he said, '' A good smell at it -/' 
or who, when he saw the little bird fold itself up for 
the night, on its tiny perch in the apple tree, took 
heart therefrom, and confided himself to the sparroVs 
God. As Emerson says — 

" Every aster in my hand, 
Goes home loaded with a thought.*' 

Not that any true lover of Nature gofes to her as men 
go to speculate in a lecture or a book, for the express 
purpose of getting so much information for the expen- 
diture of so much money or trouble. Par otherwise : 
the true lover of Nature, and he who delights to be 
the solitary in her presence, is a worshipper, not a 
speculator. He loves her not for what she tells him, 
nor seeks her for her worth to him, but for that she 
is fair and very dear. Then does she lay her fair 
finger on the troubled spirit; and amid her blessed 
silences and sounds great questions become little ones, 
or get answered, and the all-embracing mother soothes 
her child. She so orders it that the trivial annoy- 
ances of life get whispered away by the genius of the 
woods, and the discords of the streets get hushed by 
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the concords of the field. The little flowers preach 
gentleness; and every sunny bank and cool green 
shade teach thankfulness ; and the song of e^ery care- 
less bird^ that looks so happy and so sleeky makes us 
ashamed of our daily and nightly carking care^ and^ 
in spite of ourselves^ we yield ourselves to the genii 
of the place. 




/HE mists are rising on the lea^ 
The chiUy shades are creeping higher; 
Far off, behind the western hill, 
The amber sun-light smileth still, 

And garlands every peak with fire. 

Dear are these trembling evening beams. 

That oft our fretful hearts beguile ; 
They are the glancings of Thine eye, 
Prom world to world, from sky to sky, — 
The quivering of Thy blessed smile. 



These ruby clouds — ^the kingly car. 

Of him who rules the joyous day. 
Are but Thy garments trailing by. 
That sweep along our happy sky. 

Then melt in light, and glide away. 
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The night that steals so gently on^ 

To cover soon the goodly land, 
My Father 1 let me sweetly feel — 
Whether it shroud my woe or weal, 
'Tis but the shading of Thy hand. 

Now, farewell light, — sweet day farewell ; 

The loftiest peak has kissed its ray'; 
And trom the firs that crown the hill, 
And from the black crags grim and still. 

The last faint blush has died away. 

My Ood I if such be our poor earth. 

What must Thy blessed Heaven be ! 
Thy Heaven and ours — our Fatherland, 
Well shielded by Thy gentle hand. 
From chilly night and raging sea. 




^ 
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